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COTTAGE MUSINGS. 



THE NEW TEAR* 

WRITTEN FOR THE YEAR 1888. 

Oh ! Thou great source of true poetic fire, 
That aweetiy touch'd and tun'd King David's lyre, 
Come »id the muse, and raise her drooping wing, 
Whilst she in pensive strains attempts to sing 
The sorrows of the past eventful year, 
And drop upon its tomh sad memory's tear. 
But where, oh ! where shall I begin to tell 
The woes that then our sinful world befel ; 
Since twelve revolving months have rolled away. 
Thy grief, oh ! earth, what language can portray ? 
Pale, meagre famines, pestilence and blood. 
Have swept thy surface like a mighty flood ; 
Fair as a cloudless morn with prospects bright. 
The year first usher'd in its radiant light — 
We saw it : but how faint our gratitude 
For the rich gifls of an indulgent God ! 
Clad in disguise our earthly hopes rose high. 
And promis'd us a year of peace and joy. 
Oh! sinful man, thou'it a short-sighted worm, 
Nor see'st above thy head the fearful storm. 
Which hangs suspended by Almighty power. 
And only waits the dread decisive hour 

To pour its vengeance down. 

Oppressed Europe ! first to thee we turn ; 
With thee we weep, we sympathise, we mourn : 
Though far across the great Atlantic sea, 
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We vIgw with grief thy deep, deep misery; 
We hear thy children's mingled groans and sighs, - 
And feel a holy indignation rise; • 

We see high on the weeping willow hung ' 
Sad Erin's harp still broken, still unstrung : 
Alas ! no more its joyful numbers flow, 
Poor Scotia's Thistle droops in sorrow too ; 
We see the demon of oppression spread 
His direful wings o'er thy devoted head. 
Turning from thee a fierce malignant eye 
Towards the shores where dwells pure liberty, 
Thy iruitful soil is still profusely blessed, 
But thy poor children still by want distress'd. 
Hundreds, nay thousands, do we yearly see 
Flock to the shores of blessed America — 
We hail you welcooie, all ye worthy ones» 
Ye virtuous daughters and ye noble sons ! 
Long may ye dwell in peace, nor be afraid, 
Shelter'd by Freedom's wide extended shade. 
• Oh ! land of outrage, rumors, wars and blood, 
'Mid tragic scenes through ages thou hast stood ; 
Kings have succeeded kings in steady line, 
Usurping oft the throne by basest crime. 
Thy crumbling ivy'd Abbeys still proclaim, 
In days of yore, thy dark— dark deeds of fiime : 
They tell of lords and knights and chivalry. 
Of noisy halls, banquets and revelry ; 
Of battles lost and won, of fading crowns. 
Of tottering kingdoms and of falling thrones, — 
Such awful scenes and tragedies unfold 
As make the heart to thrill, the blood run cold. 
Slight wonder Albion's poets sang so sweet. 
Amid these wrecks of grandenr, so replete 

With melancholy beauties.—^ 
For sure, methinks, around these relics rude 
Must dwell the sweetest charms of solitude. 
There, wrapped in thought sublime, tV immortal Yo«ng, 
And Milton too, in strains divinely sung ; 
But where, oh ! where is now the giddy throng. 
The voice of mirthful glee, the dance, the song. 
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The gallant chiefs, the merry bridal gqeslSy 
The flowing bowk that crown'd the gorgeous &asts 1 
We aak, oh ! where is the prou4 warrior band 
Whose names a few still cm thy pages stand t * 
We saw them there in bloodstained character«i 
And shuddered at the crimes of bygone years : 
We see them not, we hear Ibera not ; they're gone ; 
Sunk with their deeds in dark oblivion down. 
Such is the fate of all earth's gilded toys: 
There's nothing true but heaven's eternal joyn. 
With all thy faults, thou injur'd spot of earth, 
We still revere thee as the place ol birth 
To many virtuous sons, and daughters too» 
Of genius, learning and religion true. 
Yes, Albion J thy green cliffs and flowery plains. 
First rang with free salvation's holy strains, 
Ere the melodious sound wgis wafted o'er 
Old Ocean's waves to bless Columbia's jshore. 
A flaming Wesley's sweet persuasive veice 
Has ofterf made thy hills and vales rejoice ; 
Great Whitefield too, with holy vehemence^ 
Plead Jesus' cause in peals of eloquence : 
Clad in the gospel armor, lo ! they raise 
Emmanuel's cross, and go the world to face. 
They shone like meteors 'mid the gloomy night. 
Reflecting all around a glorious light ; 
Poor Voltaire's fabric feels the awful shock 
Of heavenly truth, and straight begins to roc^. 

Weep, Zion, weep! thy sable robes put on» 
A"star,^that with peculiar lustre shone, 
Shall now no more among thy stars appear, — 
'Tis gone to blaze in heaven's bright hemisphere^ ,-^ 

Thy Clarke is gone ; on love's seraphic wings 
He rose triumphant o'er terrestrial things. 
To mingle with yon holy blood-washed choir, 
And swell the songs of free solvation higher : 
Through the victorious power of living faith, 
He boldly cross'd the mountain wavies of death : 
2 
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( The brilliant gem high polish'd and refin'd, 
No more within a narrow case confin'd, 
Hath burst its earthen casket, soar'd away, 
To expand its beauties in the realms of day. 
Farewell, great Clarke ! thy voice as mu sic clear. 
Shall never more the trembling mourner cheer; 
In sweetest, softest numbers loud and long 

V Thy spirit chants salvation's joyful song. 
Adieu, great Clarke ! thy name shall be rever'd 
When monuments by human wisdom rear'd 

Shall crumble into dust. 
We accept with gratitude and joy combinM 
The precious legacy thou'st left behind — 
A treasure which to distant years shall bloom. 
And shedjo'er distant lands a sweet perfume : 
Yes, happy soul ! though rob'd in glorious light. 
We still converse with thee by day and night. 
Mourn, oh ! ye classic sons, 'tis meet to weep ; 
The star of virtue, sense and science deep, 
No longer sheds its brilliant halo here. 
But moves in heav'n's exalted, glorious sphere 
Great Clarke profound ! may thy rich mantle drop. 
And rest upon some ^vor'd son of hope. 

4t 4c««4: 3K ^ ila iff ilt 

Borne on the winds across the billowy main, 
We hear the solemn knell of death again : 
Another bard is fall'n on Scotia^s shore ; 
Lo ! Scott, th' immortal Scott, is seen no more ! 
His genius we admire, but can't avoid 
Weeping o'er splendid talents misapplied. 
/ Oh ! had his glowing pen been taught to rove 
Through the rich fields of sweet redeeming love ; 
Oh ! had his harp been tun'd to nobler themes, 
To joys sublimer, than earth's fleeting dreams ; 
Oh ! then would many a blood-bought radiant gem 
Have shed refulgence round his diadem. 
O'er Gallia's vine-clad hills and fertile plains, 
In frightful furms vile superstition reigns : 
There Popery, link'd with modern scepticism 
Still rules with a tremendous despotism. 
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But there is hope, oh ! wretched France for thee, — 
Soon the bright beams of immortality ^ 

Shall pierce the eyelids of thy mental night, 
And pour upon thee an eternal light, 
Alas ! on Asia tow'r and mineret 
Mohammed's crescent proudly hovers yet, — 
Once holy land, first blessed with gospel light, 
How art thou sunk in deepest shades of night ! 

Where the dark waters of the Ganges roll, 
The Chinese mother still is' seen to stroll ; 
Hoping some signal benefit to reap, 
She sinks her infant in the watery deep. 
Oh ! cruel India, dark, benighted land, 
For thee we «igh) for thee our hearts expand 
With softest piety : still a dark, dense glooifi 
Broods o'er thy spicy islands of perfume- 
But hark ! a charming sound salutes mine ear ; 
Rejoice, oh ! India, thy redemption's near; 
Soon shall the music of redeeming love, 
Make glad thy every mountain vale, and grove : 
The heavenly notes of free salvation's song 
Shall sweetly roll thy coral shores along- 
Down at the feet of Jesus' conquering cross 
Her idol gods must fall, yea, turn to dross : 
Aqgels, commissioned from the courts above, 
Already borne on rapidi wings of love. 
Have fearless crossed the stormy ocean's wave, 
'H tell the Hindoo Jesus died to save. 

But turn, my roving muse, thou lovest too well 
Of by.past years and foreign lands to tell, — 
Then let us haste to turn a wearied eye 
Towards our native home Columbia. 
Thou'rt dear to me, my lovely, native land. 
Thy rocks and mountains rise sublimely grand. 
For pristine beauty and wild loveliness, 
No other spot of earth may thee surpass ; 
Thy fields, thy woodland, and thy forest shades 
In (^k, romantic beauty stands arrayed,-* 
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Thy aweet aeqitesterecTgroves and cheerful glade9»' 
*. Thy gurgling fountains and thy hoarse cascades^ 
Thy purling rills, thy lakes, thy rivers broad. 
Bespeak the grandeur of creation's €rod. 
Yes, oh ! my country, still with grief I see, 
With all thy charms, some hateful spots on thee : 
Yes, vile injustice dares, with brazen face. 
And slavery too^ thy annals to disgrace \ 
If tears could wash the shameful stain away,. 
I'd weep for thee, my country, night and day* 
Hark ! how the joyful missionary sings, — 
WithZion's songs hid gloomy dunge(»i rings, — 
Thus Paul and Silas, bound with rugged chains^ 
Sang praise to God in sweet, melodious strains. 
Georgia ! hast tJum no fetter strong to bind 
The soaring power of the elastic mind ? 
Oh ! guilty land ! thy cup nwist soon run o'er, 
Methinks the Judge is e'en now at the door, — 
For lo ! thy crimes the bending skies have riven ; 
Repent, or feel the vengeful hand of Heaven ! 
Ah ! know'st thou not, that bloody Mars of lata 
Hath waved his falchion o'er thy sister state t 
The red-man's tomahawk and scalping-knife 
Have reek'd with the warm purple streams of life. > 
Oh ! land of slav'ry, though reluctlantly, > 

We still would take a tearful glance at thee» S 

And breathe the tender sigh d[ sympathy 

For thy ill fated sons* 
Oh \ barbarous land, tby soil no beauty bears, 
While water'd by the deeding captive's teara t 
Nor equity, nor tender mercy reigns 
Where cruel slavery clanks her galling chains^ 
Where fell oppressioa wields a lawless sword^ 
And man must tremble at his brother's word. 
Poor sable e^Ydren ! who can paint thy woes? 
Whore is the pen, thy sorrows can di:»ck)8e ? 
From thy lov'd native land most rudely tom> 
By cruel hai>ds across the billows borne, 
With tears, and blood, and more than brutal toil» 
To cultivate the proud oppressor's sdl I 



d by Google 



C0ITAGS ICVSUIGS. 17 

Yes, cruel southern ttaUs! yoiur roeks aad vales 
Have echoed with the aegcoe's grosns and waiis* 
Unfeeling monster ! sayi is it a sio^ 
That thy poor bvother wears a saUe skin ? 
I9 it that thine is white, thy brother's black. 
That thov^with whips dost lacerate his back, 
And rank him level with the meanest beast, 
To sweat and toil, whilst thou dost drink and feast 1 
Ah ! sayest thou thy negro has no soul ? 
I've heard such words, ere now, profusely roU 
From shallow brains : but prove the saying true, 
And then we'll give thee all the credit due : 
But if thou think*st he has no soul, then show 
That thou hast oae ; and let compassion flow 
For thy poor beast, not beat him till he falls 
Down at thy feet, and loud for mercy caUs. 
Judgments await thee, oh ! thou guilty land ! 
Already hath rebellion's vengeful hand 
Been crimson'd in thy children's streaming gore — 
Oh ! turn to, God, be wise, and sin no more« 
But, if thou will persist, ah ! who can say 
What woes betide thee in a coming day ? 
There is a just, a sin-avenging God — 
Prepare to feel the terrors of His rod. 
But look towards yon brilliant eastern skies, 
Behold a black terrific cloud arise, 
Surcharg'd with vengeance — ^lo ! it hastens on, 
And shrouds in gloom the western horizon : 
The rollii^ earth now to her centre shakes, 
And sinful man dismay'd with terror quakes. 
We heard the rumbling of thy chariot wheels, 
Oh ! scourge of heav'n ! like distant thunder-peals, 
It broke up the ear : all! did we think 
That we too must the cup of trembling drink ? 
Alas ! with rapid strides we saw thee oome. 
Thy leaden aspect shed a fearful gloom 

O'er Stir America. 
Soon from the mighty ocean thou wast seen 
To scale the towering walls of quarantine ; 
8* 
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No human wisdom could iky progress sta j. 
Or turn thy deadly shafts another way ; 
No pity glow'd within thy flinty heart — 
The firmest friends were doom'd by thee to part 5 
Stalking in ghastly triumph thiough the land, 
Age, grade, nor sex, escaped thy chilling Inflhi, — 
Hurling thy tens of thousands to the grave, 
Gold could not bribe thee one short hour to sare 

Thy victim from the tomb.* 
At thy harsh touch the charms of beauty fled. 
And life's warm stream's were in their channel staid ; 
The king, high seated on his royal throne, 
Saw thee advance, and laid aside his crown — 
The rich, the poor, the captive and the free, 
All, (save the sceptic) humbly bent the knee. 
Wept o'er the sins which mov'd a holy God 
To send the arrows of his wrath abroad. 
Ye well may tremble, oh ! ye sinful race, 
Ye vile abusers of a Saviour's grace ! 
Ye've trod beneath your feet his offered love; 
The sweet soft voice of mercy fails to move 
Your hearts of adamant ; ye will not bend : 
Then break ye must : Gfod will his judgments send. 
But let us not forget, indulgent Lord, 
With grateful heart thy blessings to record. 
Who in the midst of judgments so deserv'd. 
For thy poor children mercy has reserved r 
Thou didst in great compassion shield our hearts 
From the destroying angel's poisonous darts. 
Oh ! let us dedicate those hearts to thee, ^ 
To be the honor'd throne of Deity, % 

Whilst here we stay, and through eternity ! y 

The great immortal Prince of Peace 

Still pour's his blessings^ down : 
Soon shall the rivers of his grace 

Compass the earth around : 

* Meaning the lady who offered Uie doctor Ere Uiousand doUan if he would 
■ave her life. 
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^is hastening on, that glorious year. 

When sin shall be subdued, 
When earth all beauteous shall appear. 

In Eden's charms renewed. 

Zion*s emerging from the wilderness, 
Cloth'd with the glorious sun of rigbteousneis ; 
Unnumber'd stars are glittering in thy crown. 
And, lo ! she treads upon the waning moon ; 
Soon, soon, her crimson banner, wide unfurl'd. 
Shall wave in triumph o'er the sinful world. 
Her various ranks in martial order stand, 
With hearts united, a true loyal band, 
Who fly at the first signal of command- 
The heralds go before and trumpet loud, 
Salvation full and free, through Jesus' blood. 
The Sabbath schools in Jesus' cause unite— 
'Tis here the young cadet is taught to fight ; 
Here taught with skill the Spirit's sword to wield, 
Arm'd and equipp'd for king Emmanuel's field ; 
The tracts, mute messengers, on rapid wings 
Fly far and wide, sent by the King of kings : 
Sometimes disguised, they hurl trudi's piercing dart's. 
Which penetrates the sinner's flinty heart. 
See Temperance next with noble, warlike grace 
Go forth the inebriated god to face ; 
Equipp'd with neither helmet, sword, nor shield, 
He boldly marches to the battle fieldjf^ 
By force of truth and godlike charity, 
O'er Alcohol he gains the victory, 
Lo ! through the vista of advancing years^ 
The rays of bright millenial noon appears,—^ 
Oh ! then shall floods of heavenly glory roll. 
From south, they spread^ far to the northern pole : 
Rich streams o{ truth and dying love shall pour 
From Chimboraze to Greenland's frozen shore- 
Arabia's sandy desert, wild and drear, 
Enrob'd in vernal beauty shall appear, — 
Columbia's wilds are glad: there Sharon's ro6e^ 
Aod the sweet liliy of the valley blojws. 
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Poor Africa ! across the ocean far^ 
Behold the splendor of a peerless star ! 
Ye saints rejoice ! the day rolls on amain, 
When all the foes of Jesus shall be slain. 
Oh ! happy day when sin shall take its fight. 
And every bosom throb with pure delight. 
Ride on, thou all victorious Jesus, ride, 
Till all beneath thy hollo w'd cross abide ; 
Till all approach a throne of matchless grace 
And touch the sceptre of the Prince of Peace. 

Thou great eternal God of love, 

Adored by all the hosts above, 

Inspire with gratitude sincere 

Our heai-ts, to hail the new-born year. 

Oh ! if thy heavy woes again 

Shall this year's bright'ning prospects stain, 

Oh ! Saviour, let thy pinions screen 

Our souls in every fiery scene. 

When awful clouds surround thy throne, 

And nature trembles at thy frown, 

Oh ! may the whispers of thy grace 

Sweetly compose our souls to peace. 



THE MISSIONARY SPIRIT. 

Had I no babes, or husband dear, 
No earthly cares should bind me here ; 
I'd cross the foaming ocean's tide. 
To tell the heathen, Jesus died. 

I'd go to India's coral shores, 
Where the poor Hindoo still adores. 
His senseless Gods of stone and wood — 
I'd tell him, Jesus shed his blood. 

Or to Arabians desert plains. 
Where dark Mahometism reigns : 
I'd go and tell to Ishitiael's ract, 
The offers of the Saviour's grace. 
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And though by sickening zephyrs fan'd, 
I'd go to Afric's injur'd land, — 
There to her sable sons proclaim, 
Redemption through the bleeding Lamb* 

I'd go to Greenland's frozen olimes. 
Where the sweet sabbath bell ne'er chimes ; 
Where yet no glorious gospel pours 
Its light around those ice-bound shores. 

Oh ! yes — I'd go, at God's command, 
And spend my life in some far off land. 
To tell of Jesus' boundless love, • 
And train lost souls for the realms above. 



ON THE DEATH OF A CHRISTIAN FRIEND, 

WHO DIED in THB TRIUMPHS OF FAITH. , 

Fi^REWSLL ! dear honor'd friend, farewell ! 

For we shall meet no more 
On earth, in social bands to tell 

Our joys and sorrows o'er. 

Oh ! how fond mem'ry wanders back 

To happy seasons gone. 
And lingers, with a sweet delight, ' , — 

Round joys for ever flown. 

How oft, since in yon blis^ul clime 

Thy spirit's rambled fc ee, 
I've sigh'd and thought upon 

You knelt and pray'd for me. 

How ofl around thy cottage fire. 

Blest, consecrated place ! 
Our joyful souls have mounted higher, 

In sacred songs of pmiae. 



y Google 



"m COTTAGB MUSIKGS. 

How ofly along the verdant banks 

Of Hudson's silver stream, 
(The moon our lamp,) wo walk'd and talk'd 

Of HIM who did redeem* 

Those happy hours no more shall bloom— 
They've vanish'd from my sight ; 

Thy body slumbers in the tomb, 
Thy spirit soars in light. 

But whilst I muse, ah ! who can tell 

But thou art hov'ring nigh ? 
No mortal feye may pierce the veil 

That hides eternity. 

Though humble, and obscure thy life. 

Brightly thy virtues shone ; 
So, oft the violet's sweetest charms 

By weeds are overgrown. 

Entomb'd in earth's deep bosom, lies 
Full many a diamond bright; - 

And many a flow'ret blooms and dies . 
Concealed from human sight. 

The spotless robe of humble love 

I ever saw you wear ; 
Thy steadfi^st heart seem'd fix'd above 

AH earthly fame, or fear. 

But rise, my muse! break loose from earth. 

And soar o'er yonder skies, 
Where swift, on blood-bought wings of love. 

The ransom'd spirit flies. 

Ye aged parents ! cease to mourn, 

Dry up your flowing tears; 
Though from your bleeding hearts be torn 

The hope of future years ; 
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Though clouds and darkness gather round 

The great Eternal's throne ; 
Yet, oh ! to heaven submissive bow, 

And say, thy will be done. 

Ere long, 'mid heaven's resplendent rays, 

These clouds shall disappear ; 
His seeming dark, mysterious ways, 

Shine as the noonday clear. 



THE RAINBOW. 



Farewell! beauteous, transient guest, 

In such ehaiming colors drest } 

When thy lovely form I see, 

Arch'd in graceful majesty. 

Swift to heaven ray thoughts^ ascend, 

Where adoring angels bend. 

Fast receding from my view, 

Rainbow fair, once more adieu I 

Those matchless hues, how quickly flown ! 

Late sparkling in the setting sun : 

'Tis thus with all earth s beauteous things, 

They haste away on rapid wings. 

Are there not eyes, that laever see 
Such captivating traits in th«e ? 
Yes, nature's sweetest charms refin'd, 
Fail to enchant the stupid mind : 
Though yon azure roof bespread. 
Set with diamonds, o'er their head ; 
Though o'er flowery meads they stalk, 
Or by shaded fountains walk ; 
Though by silver streams they stray. 
And hear the murm'ring waters play ; 
Though sun and moon, and planets shine, 
Proclaiming thus a power divine ; 
Though lightnings flash, and thunders roll,- 
All fail to nK>ve the senseless soul. 
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Alas ! that an ioimortai mind 

Should turn from beauties so divine; 

That hearts there be that never glow'd 

Through Nature's works to Nature's God. 

Thou, my soul ! far higher soar, 

And the rainbow's God adore. 

Welcome visiter, farewell ! 

Whilst this beating pulse I feel, 

In imagination I 

Oft shall see thee deck the sky. 

In all thy handy works, oh Gfoi! 

May I a lesson learn for good, 

And may the wonders thou hast made, 

All lead me to their fountain head. 



THE COMPLAINT. 

Why was I form'd to love the Lyre, 
To feel this flame of hidden fire ? 
Oh ! had I language to enrol 
The ardent feelings of my soul ! 

How shall I grieve my gentle muse— 
Her soft sweet wooings how refuse ? 
How shall I- banish from my breast 
The lovely, tender, patient guest ? 

Though driven by busy cares away. 
From her lov'd bower she will not stay- 
But soon returns like Noah's dove, 
Back to the bosom of her love. 

How from my heart, I pity those 
Who feel what they must ne'er disclose ; 
Who with the aid of education 
Might ornament a Grecian nation. 
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A brighter day begms to dawn — 
Wide science gates are open thrown : 
See o'er our intellectual skies 
The radiant sun of knotrlcdge rise 1 

Sweet Charity, with melting heart, 
Descends true riches to impart ; 
Rise, ye poor sons of genius ! rise 
And seize the finely oiifer'd prize. 

Ye diamonds hid in Nature's mine, 
Spring from the dust — arise and shine ! 
Ye now with fortune's sons may share. 
And wreathes of fame immortal wear. 

Oh ! may our fair Columbia boast 
Her bards as bright as Albion lost : 
A Young, and Milton yet shall grace 
The annals of our free bom race* 

Oh ! may a Locke, with mind profound, 
Shed his refulgent beams around 
May many a classic star arise. 
And deck Columbia's lucid skies. 



THE VIOI^ET AND THE ROSE. 

SOSE. 

Sad flower, why bloom'st thou here alone ! 

Is solitude so sweet to thee ? 
Ah ! why so little and unknown ? 

Why spurn thy neighbor's cofiipany t 

VIOLET* 

That Tcry Power which bid me bloom, 
Bestow'd on hie an humble mind : 

I feel contentment sweet at home, 
Which others rove abroad to find. 
3 
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BOSE. 

But lode at my gay, gloMY dress^ 
And see if yours is half so fair : 

And many a one Fve heard confess^ 
No flower can with myself compare. 

VIOLET. 

"Hs true, my dress is very plain. 
To vie with thee I don't pretend ; 

It ill becomes us to be vain 

Of robes bestow'd us by a friend. 

ROSE. 

But see what a fine form is mine ! 

Beauty herself plays on my cheek ; 
Sure, taste and elegance refin'd, 

Hath pass'd each flower, myself to deck. 

VIOLET. 

Poor, silly flower ! who made thy form, 

And gave thy cheeks that beauteous glow ? 
The Hand which shields my head from hafin» 

When storms and tempests round me blow. 
Though mean my dress, my face unfair, 

Though here despis'd by thee, I bloom : 
It is my choice — ^1 would not dare 

To own thy charms, and fear thy doom. 
I Alas ! sweet flower, the very charms 

You boasta may to your ruin turn ; 
This day from thy fond mother's arms 

Thou may'st by ruffian hands be borne. 
Scarce spoke this little simple flower, 

When, lo ! a stranger, passing by, 
Pluck'd the proud rose that very hour, 

tJpon his breast to droop and die. 
Ye fair ones ! hence a lesson learn. 

Nor boast of charms and gaudy clothes ; 
And when you would true wisdom spurn, 

Think on the violet and rose. 
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THE WOUNDED SPIRIT. 

Sweet is the opening rose, 

Empearl'd with drops of dew, 
Where on her slender stem she glows 

With bright and blushing hue. 
Sweet is the artless song 

Of the lone nightingale ; 
When her high notes, so clear and soft. 

Echoes o'er hill and dale. 
'Tis sweet to rove abroad, 

Lighted by Luna's rays, 
Where huraan feet have seldom trod. 

On countless worlds to gaze : 
But vain the beauteous rose, 

And Luna^s softost beams, 
To mitigate nay heart's deep woes, 

Or dry up sorrow's streams. 
No \ natufe's sweetest charms 

Can't soothe my aching heart ; 
Can't kush to rest griefs rending storms, 

Nor say to care, depart 
Oh ! Jesus, fairest thou 

Among ten thousand fiur ; 
Sharon's sweet rose ! to thee I bow. 

And pour my%rdent prayer : 
Bright day-star ! beam on me, — 

Thou hear'st my secret sighs ; 
Scatter these clouds, and wipo away 

These tears that dim mine eyes. 
Thou see'st my sorrows 9^ 

My spirit's keenest smart : 
'Tis happiness unspeakable 

To know. Thou know'st my heart. ■* 

Far sweeter is thy voice 

Than music to my ears ; 
Oh ! speak, and bid my heart rejoice, 
And banish all my fears. 
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THE PLEASURES OF CONTEMHiATION* 

Welcome thy beams, resplendent queen ofnighty. 
With all thy train of countless myriads bright I 
Whilst thou dost glide o'er asure fields abovo^ 
Abroad, to gaze upon thy charms, I'll rove. 
When weary Day reclines- his sleepy head, 
And earth is wrapp'd in sombre t<wilight shade*- 
Blest hour of hallowed rest ! by heaven design*d^ . 
When sweetest contemplations fill the mind ! 
In this soft hour, oh ! how I love to"^ stray 
Along the banks where limpid waters play, 
Or 'neath the lofty oaks, whose branches meet^ 
Form'd thus by Nature's Grod, e cool retreat: 
To minds where pensive feelings oft intrude, 
Thrice welcome is the bow'rof solttude^ 
Yea! when this heart's by worldly cares oppress 11,. 
And Grief erects her throne within thisbrsast, 
Joyful I leave the busy, noisy crowd, 
And in the grove held converse with my (Sodt 
There, far retir'd from ev'ry mortal" eye^ 
On Meditation's wings I soar on high — 
Lose sight of earth, and all its little carei^ 
And view beneath my feet sun, moon, and starsy 
Till faith unvails the fair abodes of peace — 
Elysian fields of sweet perennial Miss. 
Hail ! ye bright groves! — ye ever-verdant bowers ! 
Ye banks enamelPd witfi unwith'ring flow'rs ! 
Ye rich parteritesf where thornless roses bloom — 
Where happy sptrits inhate their sweet perfume — 
Where life's transparent^waters ceaseless run, 
And stre^ of burnish'd gold eclipse the sun — 
Where trees of grace in beauteous order stand", 
"Laden with fruit, with heaven's soft breezes fann'd— 
Where saints and angels, Iqst in rapture sweet, 
Cast tlieir genun'd diadems at Jesus' feet. 
They touch their golden harps to loftiest strains, 
And music rolls o'er heaven's unbounded plains. 
Oh ! ye bright spirits, freed from senseless clay. 
When shall I chant redeeming love's sweet lay t 
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Oh ! when shall I your unknown raptures prave, 
And tune a blood-bought 1iarp to Jesus' love! 
For those bright scenes, oh God [ invest my soul- 
Enlarge my heart — come and possess me whole : 
Oh ! then on love's strong pinions waft me o'er • 

Dark Jordan's waves to Canaan's blooooyig shore. , 



MUSIC. 

Music ! fair daughter of the skie^^ 

How thy rich voice enchants the soul — 

Bids all her finer powers rise, 

And sways them with a sweet control ! 

Thy magic tones can lull to rest 

The heart where angry passibQS f&ge ; 

Can sooth the sad, afflicted breast, 
And sorrow's pensive woes assuage. 

Born in Heaven's bright perennial groves,' 

Hea^D was thy home, thy native sphtre. 
Long ere thou pljjm'dst thy wings of love, ^ 
. To pour thy charms on mortal ear. 

Whdn firsts from the Eternal Mind 
Sprang ibrfh the flaming seraph choir, 

Thou too wast thexft.; each breast divioQ 
Glow'd lyith thy soft etherial fire. 

And Hhen this fair and beauteous ball 

Was hurl'd from the Almighty hand — 
When splendid rolling systenis all 

Kindled their fires at God's command : r 

When vast creation's countless train 
Burst forth from deep chaotic gloom ; 

Thou toa wast tjiere ; thy melting strain 
Echoed through Heaven's high vaulted dome. 

3* 
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When God, the great Eterna I Word, 
A tender infant's form did wear, 

Thy soft, melodious notes were he?urd 
Floating on Bethlehem's midnight air. 

And when the sinner's captire soul 
Is freed from Satan's cruel chains^ 

Thy voice in sweetest numbers roll 
Its echoes round the eternal plaina. 

And when earths grand machinery, 

Lieacrush'd 'neath fate'ii relentless hand, 

Thy charms throughout etemi^ 
Their hidden beauties shall expand. 



THE MANGLED FLOWER. 

Sweet, hapless girl ! 
I knew her when the richest blush of health 
Bloom'd in luxuriant beauty on her cheeks, 
And seem'd like two young roses half unclos'd 
Midst a parterre of full-blown lilies.fair. 
Her eyes, half veiled with silken lashes, were 
An index to a noble, generous heart. 
Shining through sympathy's pathetio tear»v 
Sparkling again with mild, benignarU rays. 
Intelligent with friendship, wit, and love. 
Her soft, long Jocks of brilliant glossy je^ 
Lay smoothly o'er her high and polish 'd brow ; 
Hey lips might mock the ruby's glowing hue 5 
Her form was graceful as the flexile reed, 
Which blends, if touch'd, by summer's softest sighf 
Her air majestic as the forest's pride, 
Per step elastic 93 the timid fawn's. 
Ah, yes ! I knew her, when her bounding heart ; 
From hope's fair garden, cull'd the sweetest flowers* 
And fancy form'd them in a bright boquet, 
To shed a fragrance on su9ceedmg years, 
guch was Maria — fond deluded girl ! 
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I loved her — ^yes, ajbove all woman-kind. 

Could I resist 1 her soul was form'd for love, 

And Nature's noblest sentiments were hers : 

Religion, too, celestial friend to man. 

Had claimM her for her chiW, beloved of Heaven. 

I lov'd her, and it was reciprocal — 

Our hearts seem'd one, blended mysteriously. 

Oh friendship ! thou art sweet — a sacred charm 

Surrounds thee, uuperceived by vulgar eyes. 

Such was Maria — ^but the spoiler came^ 
And ere the beauteous flower expanded quite, 
Put (brth his hand, sever'd its tender stem — 
And when its glossy leaves began to droop, 
Threw it aside to languish, fade, and die. 
Ah ! could the mask have been withdrawn, could she 
Have gazed upon his character unveiled, 
Maria from her presence would liave spuin'd 
The mean, ignoble wretch. 

He came, clad in Religton's finest garb,. 
Formed with soft eloquence the fatal snare^ 
Then drew it round her unsuspecting heart ; 
And soon she stands at Hymen's sacred shrine,. 
Like a sweet victim to the slaughter led. 
Adieu to happiness ! that silken band, 
Woven to bind in closer union still 
Congenial souls, to thee, sweet maid, ^all prove 

A chain of iron. 

Lo ! when eight moons had scarcely waxM and wan'd,. 

Heart-broken and alone^ Maria sits. 

Burning the midnight oil with dbep solicitude, 

And anguish-riven soul ; she counts the hours 

And wonders how the man she fondly loves. 

Regardless of her tears, can pierce idresh 

The heart already tprn by keenest griefl 

The clock strikes twelve I but ah I he comes .not yet— 

The fiend ofdissipatioa holds him ^ast^ — 

Rethinks not of the disappointed one. 

The lovely woman; weeping-in silence, whom 
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He pledged himself before high Heaven and earth 

To love, protect, and cherish until death ! 

If one lone spark of sensibility 

Still warms that perjur'd heart's cold apathy. 

How can he sport with lovely woman's tears 1 

Sol scarce had finish'd his eighth annual round,' 
Four smiling babes twin'd round Maria's heart. 
As ivy round the lightning-riven tree. 
But ah ! these pledges of a mother's love 
Enkindled not afiectiou's languid flame 
In the cold bosom of their unfeeling sire : 
While each returning day woke sqpne new cause 
To probe the mother's bleeding heart afresh, 
Till nature's frail foundation sinks at last. 
She dies ! Maria, dear beloved friend ! 
That soft, sensitive heart could bear no more. 
Those fine exquisite fibres, mangled and bruised 
By harsh and cruel treatment, breaks in death 
LoBg ere her once bright sun of life had reach'd 

Its noontide glory ! 
Oh wretched husband ! could'st thou gaze upon 
That beauteous dying flower, crush'd by thine hand. 
The murder'd victim of thy passions wild. 
And feel no bitter pangs of black remorse 

Strike terror to thy soul 1 



RJSMEJffiBSR^P WORTH. 

Great Washington ! Columbia's sire ! 

By all her high-born sons confess'd : 
The flame that ^idthy bosom fire. 

Still glows within our nation's breast. 

America ? still bums thy heart 

With love, for such unfading worth. 

As nobly dared the tyrant's dart. 
To hasten freedom^ glorious Iwrth. 
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For freedom's cause, he firmly stood 

The heat and burdea of the day ; 
And would (if call'd) bave spilt hi» bloody . 

To set his captive country free* 

'Twas he, the Christian soldier ! he 

Was oflen seen to spread abroact 
His hands, and humbly bend the knee 

To ask deli V 'ranee of his God. 

And lo ! — the God of battles heard, 
And march'd before them as a shield, — 

Tlic Lion hears His conquering word, 
Columbia's Eagle takes the field. 

Praise ye the Lord, ye favor'd sons I 
Come,^ raise your star-lit banner high i 

Ye youthful maidens, tune your tongues. 
And chant our glorious rictory ! 

But why, my country ! is thy harp 

High on the weeping willows hung 1 
The praise that swells thy grateful heart, 

Should fiow from every minstrel tongue. 

Had Albion claim'd him for her son, 

How would she trumpet forth his praise ! 

The immortal name of Washington," 
Had fir'd the Muses deathless lays. 

Far o'er the wide Atlantic^eas,. 

Soon would our ears haye caught the sound ; 
Borne on the >vings of ev'rj breeae, * 

It would have cpmpass'd earth around* 

Oh, home of Liberty ! sweet spot 1 

Ingratitude shall never stain 
Thine Eagle's plumes, and ne'er forgot 

Shall be the hand that broke thy chains. 

Sons of the Muse, the boon is thine,-^ 
Come, weave a fadeless garland now. 

And let it sweetly bloom and twine 
Around each free-born poet's brow. 
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TO MY MUSE. 

Hail, sacred gifl ! celestial fire ! 

Descend and warm my heart ; 
Come, softly touch my trembling lyre, 

And bid earth's cares depart. 

Let others sigh for meaner things, 
I'll raise my wishes higher — 

And soar away on rapid wings 
O'er fancy's vast empire. 

I've felt thy power at early dawn. 
When blushes tinge the east, — 

When dew-drops sparkle o'er the lawn, 
Like pearls on beauty's crest — 

And when the mellowing golden beams 

Of the bright orb of day, 
In soft, departing glory streams, 

And slowly dies away— 

And when the gentle queen of night 

Pours forth her silver rays, 
And when those countless systems bright 

My wond'ring mind surveys. 

I've felt thy power when by soft rills 

In pensive mood'I stray, 
And when I hear the music shrill 

Of little songsters gay : 

I've felt thy power when Winter reigns 

Stern monarch of the year, 
And swiftly o'er the frozen plains 

Glides in his icy car. 

I feel thy power when Spring's warm tears 
Subdues the tyrant's heart, — 

When blue-eyed violet appears 
To bid him hence depart. 
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And when reduDdaot Summer comest 

With fruits and roses crown'd, 
Scatt'riug her dainties and perfumed 

In 4ch profusion round. 

Ohy yes ! and when the tempest sweeps 

Destructive o'er the plains, 
And when relenting Nature weeps 

In soft distilling rains. 

And when the balmy, whisp'ring gale, 

Fans twilight's charming hour, 
And when I listen to her wail 

Round Autumn's leafless bower. 

Hail ! thou oft vainly -sighed-fbr guest ! 

My heart shalt give thee room,— . 
Within this pensive, grief. worn breast. 

Shall be thy lasting home ! 



ON THE DEATH OF MY INFANT SON. 

FarewelLt sweet babe ! once my fond heart's delight ! 
Like morning dews, thou'rt vanished from my sight ! 
How ofl I've gazed upon thy cherub face, 
Where gaily shone each pleasing infant grace ! 
How ofl I've clasp'd thee to my joyful heart. 
And praised thy loveliness, unsoil'd by art ! 
With conscious pride did I each day behold 
The budding beauties of thy mind unfold : 
Charm'd by thy smiles, my soul forgot her God, 
Nor sought, with anxious care, for higher good. 
But ah ! my cup of earthly bliss was full, 
And death was sent to break the golden bowl ! 
The dreaded hour arrived, the silver chord 
Was loosed ; and to the skies the spirit soar'd. 
Alas ! what mortal tongue or pen has power 
To paint thy mother's anguish in that hour ? 



y Google 



26 COTTAGE HtrSlK&S. 

None, save a mother's bosom, feels the sighs 
That struggle there when her sweet infant dies* 
But fare thee well, my dear, my only son ! 
Thou'rt gone to swell the triumphs round the throne ; 
That Saviour who redeem'd thee to adore, 
And join those infant harpers gone before. 
Oh God ! forbid these trembling tears to flow- 
Beneath thy chast'ning rod I humbly bow ! 
Thou hast but claim'd the loan, so justly thine, 
Thy will be done I no more will I repine. 
In boundless love thou damp'd my glowing mirth, 
And broke the chain that bound my heart to earth. 
Let not vain tears henceforth bedew these cheeks. 
Far, far from earth my soul her pleasure seeks. 
Ye swelling sighs ! oh cease to heave this breasts- 
Be calm, and know God's righteous will is best. 
Oh Jesus ! let thy beauties charm my mind, 
By heavenly love be all its powers refin'd ; 
Till on its wings my spirit takes her flight. 
From this dark world, to one of cloudless light ! 
Then my free soul, disburdened of her load, 
Cheerful shall chant the praises of her God, — 
On wings of rapturous love mount up on high. 
And quit this earth, where pleasures bloom to die ! 



SUMMER. 

Lo ! Summer comes, in crimson robes array'd. 

And spreads around her sylvan leaf-wrought shade. 

She comes, with plenty smiling in her train. 

To heal the breach of harsh old Winter's reign. 

See ! how with lavish hand she pours around. 

Till fields, and forests, with rich gifts abound. 

Spontaneous sweets her welcome steps attend. 

And clustering boughs 'neath lovely burdens bend. 

Bright Sol, exulting in his glory burns, 

Nor lovely Nature more her absence mourns , 
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The weary traveller now McUnes hip hee^ 

And mnka to re^t 'neat(i sou^ cool spreading ehade* 

Oh ! how refreshing is the gentle breeze. 

So softly whi8p'];ing through yofi Ibrest trees : 

The cattle now in waving pastures feed. 

And playful lambs skip o'er the verdant jtaead. 

In this enchanting season. Oh ! how sweet 

To steal away far from the crowded street, 

(While Luna pours abroad her silver^f ^nayp,) 

And listen to lone Philomela's lays ! 

How sweet to sit in some sequestered grove, 

And hear her pensive, melting strains of love ! 

Methinks all nature now conspires to raise 

A grateful song, to her Creator's praise ; 

Can'st thou, oh man ! refuse to join the lay. 

And homage to the Grod of Nature pay f 

Nay, let her beauties teach thy stupid heart,] 

In this exalted work to bear thy part ; 

When rosy dawn first blushes in the skies, 

With grateful myriads pay thy sacrifice ; 

And when night draws her sable curtain round. 

Be thou «t pure devotion's akar found. 



HTMK TO THE SATI01TR. 

Enflamb mjT heart, ethereal fire! 

Wrap me in love's embrace : 
And tune my heaven-devoted Ijone, 

To sing.the Prince of Peace; 

Oh ! praise the Lord, ye joints on high. 

Ye in^t heirs of grace ! — 
Let heaveu's high dome resound with joy, 

And crown Him Prince of Peace. 

Te martyrs who in gfbry sit, 

'Mid love's refu^pant raysi— «- 
Cast your bright wreathes at Jesus' leeC, 

And crown Him Prince of Peace* 
4 
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Yeangols^ rob'd in dazzling light, 
Who on His charms^ would gaze — 

But veil'd, approach the peerless sights 
Oh ! crown Him Prince of Peace. 

Ye kings, array 'd in robes of state. 

Fall down before His face, 
Go lay your titles at His feet— 

And crown Him Prince of Peace. 

Ye warriors lay your weapons down^ 
For wars and strife shall cease ; 

And bow to the eternal Son, 
The conq'ring Prince of Peace. 

Your glitt'ring swords to ploughshares beat^ 
To pruning hooks your spears ; 

For Mars shall yield his ancient seat 
To Christ, the Prince of Peace. 

Whose blood-stained banner wide unfurl'd, . 

The saint with rapture sees — 
Subduing a rebellious world 

To Christ, the Prince of Peace. 

Victorious o'er sin, death, and he!*, 
This kingdrjm shall increase : 

TThis precious stone the earth shall fill. 
And reign the Prince of Peace. 

Mercy shall stream from sea to sea, 
And floods of righteousness, — 

Till every soul unitedly 
Shall crowa Him Prince of Peace. 

Ye islands of the sea rejoice ! 

Behold your near release, — 
Make to the Lord a joyful noise. 

And crown Him Prince of Peaoe. 
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SkoHjt, India, long benighted one I 

Behold the splendid rays 
Of Jesilis Christ, the Oiristian's Sun ! 

And crown Him Prince of Peace. 

Ye lodiaiQS of America, 

Your glad hosannas raise ; 
Unite with injur'd Africa 

To crown Him Prince of Peace. 

Mahonief s cressenl's on the ware, 

Its glory fades apace ; # • 

Proud Antichrist shall soon be slain, I 

By the great Prince of Peace. • 

Ye anc^iit tribe of Abraham— » 

A deeply fallen race !-^ 
In Jesus, your Messiah claim, 

And crown Him Prince of Peace. 

Sing,' Greenland's icy-hearted ones — 

The God of Israel bless ; 
Oh ! join with Europe's favor'd sons 

To crown the Prince of Peace. 

But hark ! how sweet those numbers roll. 
Far on the stormy seas ! ^ 

Plroud Neptune's sons unite in soul 

To crown the Prince of Peace. * 

His name shall fire our hearts and tongues, 

While in this wilderness.; 
Until we join those heavenly songs, 

To crown Him Prince of Peace. 
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FAREWEtl. TO MY BSARBirr AHlT*^ 

I go to the woody dearest Aftnav &re#^U ! 
How the keenpang»ofparting» this esdhettt doth ewell; 
But the eoft chord of friendship, which binds heert to heart. 
Shall still be unbroken, though We're doem'd to part. 

I ^ to the wood, where the wild flower btows^ 
Where the hemlock and beach in majesty grows ; 
Where rise the green hills, in wild beauty array'd, 
wWihere flows the dear rilk^in the dark foest sbtwde. 

ijjp to the wood, where the whippoorwill singoy 
Wnere the sweet little red-breast sits pluming his wings ; 
Where the timid, sleek fawn trips lightly away. 
And the squirrel providoiibr a cold wintry day. 

1 go to the wood, where the sweet Vnar blooms. 
Where nought but the breezes e'er kiss its perfumes ; 
Where naiure looks forth with a smile most serene, 
When did in her vestments of beautiful green. 

I gi>, dearest Ann, where the sweet fountain atrtam. 
Was never lit up by the sun's brmiant beaib 9 
Where tower the huge mountains, in grandeur sublime. 
Which stand as secure as the pillars of time. 

I gMo the woody where the ^6n^y windis howl, 
WkeiPp the bear and ihe Wdlfihsafiate prowl : 
Where the snows Itnger Ipn^, ahd the frosts eiarly coms^ 
And the rude tempests howl roi/nd our little log home. 

I go to the wood, where ihe soft glowing charms 
Of the Muse shall alltrre me again to her arms ; 
Impassioned and won hf eacih soul-thi^ining^ace, 
I'll yield to be clasp'd in her warmest embrace. 

I go to the forest, but ah ! who can tell. 

What anguish and sorrow this bosom must foel ; 

How often my tears in secret must flow, 

And my heart be fresh pierc'd by the arrows of wpt ? 
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I go to the wood, h\\ ! Heaven protect 
A weak wahderrn^ pilgrim, her footsteps direct ; 
When slung by affliction, T writhe with the smart, 
Oh ! then doihe and bind tip my poor bleeding heart* 

I go to the wood— Nearest 'Ann, fare thee well ! 
Graven deep on mj heart, your lovM image shall dwell ; 
Though parted asunder, I'll think upon you, 
And pray for your wafare— ^lear Anna, adieu ! 






MOURNING Air ABSENT dOD. 

Why art thou sad, my soul 7 why thus depress''d ? 
Oh ! why with glooAfiy doubts and fears distress'd ? 
Alas ! how long must thou in darkness ifnoum ? 
When will the glorious light of life return? 
Jesus! one smile from thee— one look of grace — 
Can break these clouds, and fill my soul with peace. 
Then shine, thou radiant day-star ! on my heart; 
Disperse my feai's, bid unbelief depart. 
Fairest among ten thousand, full of grace. 
Unveil once more the beauties of thy fa5;e ! 
Oh thou, who altogether lovely art, 
Cheer with thy sweetest smiles this drooping heart ! 



THE YOUNG MISSIONARY'S FAREWELL. 

Oh mothbr ! dry those falling tears, 

And let me go at Heaven's command ; — 

Trust in the Lord — subdue thy fears-^ 
He'll guard me with an angel band ! 

Dear, honor'd father ! let me go 

And teach the savage how to pray-— 

No more to idol gods he'll tiowji 
But trust in Christ, the living way. 
4* 
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Farewell, dear aiater ! huah that ligh 
Just burstiog from thy gentle heart i 

Seeet not ypn glittering crown on high t 
To gain it, love, slmll we not part } 

Fai|ewell| my only brother dear— 

, How closely rpund my heart you twine 1 -^ 

Biit wipe away the parting tear. 

And bow to Heav n with heart resigned. 

Farewell ! &rewell ! — the gospel'tf sound 
Allures me from your fond embrace ; 

I loQg.to stand on heathen ground, 

And preach and sing redeeming grace. 

Adieu ! ye swebt delights dhome^ 

Green fioldi, soft streams, and tAoAy grove ; 

Joyful in &r off lands I'll roam. 
And tell of Jesus' boundless k>vb ! 

FarewisH ! my young companions too. 
Bound to my heart by friiendship's tie— ^ 

We part on earth-^keep heaven in view. 
And soon we'll meet o'er yobder sky. 

Heiree ps, and vainly strives to quell 
The deep emotions of his soul ; 

The pangs of parting sorrows swell 
His heart, and tears in torrents roll. 

But lo ! o'er trackless wilds afar,^^ 
See yon lone pilgrim wend his Way ; 

The beams of Betblehem's radiant star 
Sheds o'er his path a cheering ray. 

'Tis heavenly fire his bosom warms. 
While he a rugged coilirse pursues— 

Pressing throt^h hungei", cold, and Storms, 
Pro9luming fVee saltation's ribws. 
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'Twai love divine that taught him bow 
To climb the rocky mountain iteep. 

To urge his way through frost and snow, 
And ford the stream, though wide and deep. 

Surrounded by the dense, dark wood, . 

And gone is the last crust of bread, 
He feasts on love, the seraph's food. 

And love sustains his fainting head* 

Go on, ye heralds of free grace ! 

Still preach the Lamb for sinners slain ; 
Nobly the powers of darkness face. 

And crowns of glory ye shall gain. 



THE BU88 OF TRUE I^RIENBSHir. . 

iJow swift the joyful moments fly 
When Vm conversing with a frieod. 

Whose heart is form'd for 83rmpalhy, 
Whereon pure love's sofi dews descend ! 

When Fortune frowns, and Envy smiles, 
And Slander hurls her pois'nous dart-^ 

When Malice spreads her thousand wiles. 
Then Friendship's voice cheers up the heart. 

Ah ! once her soothing tones so sweet 
Shed comfort o'er my pensive mind : 

Twas never, mv&r counterfeit, 
My gentle friend was ever kind ! 

Yet there are hearts that would deceive, 
Conceal'd within this lovely dress — 

Still I most firmly will brieve 
True friendship dwells in hunum bi^ast. 
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Her geheiDUs, constant, noble soul, 
Disdains'to bow at fortiine'iB shrine : 

Earfh*d brightest tubies, purest gold, 
•Her best affections ne'er entwine. 

Mine be the friend who scorns "ihe fVown, 
And never courts Utc rich man's smile ; 

Whose tears of pity trickle down — 

Whose hand relieves misfortune's child. 

Thrice sacred to my heart shall be 
The one in t^hom I dare confide, 

When waves of dark adversity 
Beat rbund my soul on every sfide ! 



ON THE DEATH OF MARY B, 

Why woQp, fond mother, o'er that marble Torfti t 

ThosQ sealed eyes and lips, those features pale . 

Declare thy playflil Mary is not there. 

Dear mother! saw'st thou not 

Those bright-winged angels hover round my c6uch, 

And beckon my g^ad sfiirittotheskies ? 

And saw'st thou not thy lov'd one plume her wings 

For heavenward flight, and with sweet joybus'smiles 

Bid earth adieti, and sojftr to blissfbl scenes ? 

Then why, lov'd mother ! why so sadly weep 1 

Oh ] could mortality but rend the Veil 

That hides the world of spirits glorified ! 

You'd not recall me hence : these blooming boWers 

Are ever bright, here mild perennial spring 

Forever reigns, with softest zephyrs fkn'd ; 

And lucid skies forever wear a smile, 

These groves, array 'd in beauteous shades of green. 

Are vocal with melodious strains of love: 

Oh ! could'st thoii see thy child, and hear the sounds^ 

The deep-toned music of tliy Mary's harp. 

And feci the blisis that swells this infant breait. 

No teari, save thoie of deep triumphant joy» 
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\ Would e'er bedew yon lilUe sacred moond 
\ Where sleep* thy Mary^s dust. 
Yes ! Mary, thou art blest \ thy slumbering c1«/ 
Ere long sliall wake «U lovely, all refined.-— 
Fill'd with this blessed hope, calmly I gazcy 
Though pensiTely, upon that waxen brow 
Whereon reposes those soil silken lock% 
In smooth and stirless beauty. 
Impressed upon those lips, methinks I see 
A sweetly solemn, though triumphant smile. 
Did'st thou, sweet infiuity ere thou fied'st away 
From thy dark prison-house, catch one small.gltmps6 
Of glory infinite, and sptendor too intense 
For frail mortality ? Say — was it thus t 
And thy pure spirit, ravish'd by the view, 
Flutter'd its glittering pinions to be gone 
With harping oeavoy^ g^nf fp gi»V1ft ii tbc^^MQU 
Yon azure's deep expanse ! Oh ! could'st thou Stoop 
i>nce more, to these inclement, sickly shores. 
And speak in mortal ear ! 

What should we hear T not dying groans and criesr- * 
No deep drawn sigh m^ould rend a parent's heart : 
Oh, no ! the pains of life— of death — are past^ 
And Mary sii^ salvation's peerless soo^ 



Ta TfiB REIT, L. m* 

oil Kia tATIirO TVA.T HI COULD MOT COMPOSE A SllTOLt IXKt OF POITBT. 

What though the gentle muse ne'er condescend^ 

On silent downy wings, to hover round 

Thy lone and leisure l^urs, nor looks on thee 

With sweet, propitious smile, 

Breathing her soul-entrancing music Soil 

Around thy heart ! Though 'tis not thine to touch 

Tlie trembling chords of her oft envied lyre, 

Sublimer bliss is thine-;Hi nobler task, 

Redemptkm's them^ to lift the holy cross. 



\ 
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And cry to dying man *' behr^Ii] the LambT' 
Oh, what a work is this ! whtit boundless fieUtey 
And tracts infinite, opening to tlie mind 
New wonders, beauties, blessings, and delights ! 

'Tis thine 
To ramble o*er these broad, unmeasur'd fields. 
And cull tlie oiorous flowera, and pluck the fruits 
Of rich redeeming love, and drink the i^trrjnnts 
Fresh from the pure^ overflowing fount of life. 
Oh, enviable gift ! — this gift is thine— 
To cultivate ImmamaeFs fertile grounds ! 
To prune tl^ shrubs, and train the tender vines, 
And prop the beauteous lily's fragile stalk, 
And kindly ^ie!d the rose, when angry stonns 
Menac^dest ruction to its lovely tints ! 
'Tis Ihine to pluck away the noxious weeds 
** i licit cn6ke tne younger plants, vnd gtnitly dig 
About the roots, and bring fonli Aesh supplies 
From the reservoir of unwasling grace, 
And water every shrub, and plant, and tree, 
'Till all in this fair garden ol free grace 
Shall come to full maturity, put forth and bloom. 
And bear the ambrosial fruits of endless life ! 
'Tis thine to dig for treasures deep conceal'd 
*In the rich mine of precious gospel truth ; 
That mine of costly gems, of depth profound, 
But just begun to be explored : 'tis thine 
To bring from thence t J»e rubies K)f free grace. 
The pure genuine philosophic stone, 
^ Of value infinite, exceeding far 

The boasted, glitt'ring treaswies of Peru. 

'Tis thine to tell how base, ungrateful man 
Barter'd away the image of his Godj 
And ftom fair Edea's blissful, blooming bowers^ 
Waa tamed a dying, wretched wanderer forthf 
Defiled with sin, (oh pride-debasing truth!) 
To sweat and toil his brief existence herct 
To writhe with pain,4o languish, gasp, and die* 

And then return to dust% 
/ 
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*Ti8 thine to tell how the poor ruined soul 

Lay crush'd and bleeding, *neath the pond'rous weight 

Of its own wanton disobedience, 

Till soft-eyed Mercy, bendjnj^ from her throne, « 

Beheld the helpless victim, heard bis groans : 

Her heart was touch'd with pity, and the teare 

Rush'd to her eyes. She stoop'dto save the lost — 

Kiss'd from his cheek the penitential tears, 

And to the smitten, mangled heart, applied 

Gently (with her soft hand) the balm of Jife. 

Oh, grace infinite ! love unparallel'd ! 

Mysterious depths and endless labyrinths. 

Where pondering, sainted and seraphic minds, 

Lost in astonishment, admiring stand. 

'Tis thine to preach this love ! and thus portray, 

With the fair pencil of experience, 

Dip'd in the colors of celestial truth. 

Upon the canvass of iho human heart. 

The grace of God to lost rebellious man. 

Oh ! blessed work to preach the dying Lamb! 

To unveil the mystic mount of Calvary, 

And show the cross, all crimson'd o'er with bloodr 

Bearing the spotless victim, whose pierc'd side 

Pours out the precbus tide of life and love. 

That washes all our guilty stains away ! 

'Tis thine to tell how the great Conqueror rose, • 

AndsnappM in sunder the 'strong bars of death ; 

And chain'd the monster to love's chariot wbeel% 

Then soar'd aloft upon a dazzling cloud. 

To fill His glorious, mediatorial throne. 

'Tis thine to tell how Jesus sits on high, 

Pleading the sinner's Cause, mighty m love, 

Spreading abroad his wounded, blooding hands, — 

Shoi 

And 

Path 

'Tis 

Rob' 
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With eountleM hosti, ihall ooin^to judge tlfis. worldt 
And take hit ransom'd* blood. washed people- hom^ 
Aod doom the harden'djiiiDer down to hell. 

*Tit thine to pour sweet consolation's balm 
In the poor mourner's wounded, bleeding heart : 
And when the spirit, summon'd from on hieh* 
Stands trembling on the fartherest verge of time. 
Pluming its wings, yet fears to take its flight 
To climes unknown. Oh ! then 'tis thine to soothe, 
To cheer its hopes, and charm its groundless fears. 
And open to its view the pearly gates 

Of New Jerusalenv— » 
And help the spirit thus to catch a glimpse 
Of its celestial home, the golden streets, 
The tree^f life, and the pure cr)rstal waves 
That gently glide through vales forever green ; 
The bright perennial bowers, the glitt'ring crowns, 
That sparkle round the temples of that t^nd 
Of sweet musicians, round the blazing throne 

Of Deity. 

* Fight on, my brother, in this glorious war ! 
A little longer nield the swoiral of truth,— 
A little longer keep your amoor bright : 
Soon you'll be call'd to lay your weapons down- 
Yes, soon you'll hear the heavenly Captain's voic^ 
(Sounding more sweet than music's sweetest strains,) 
Saying, come up higher, you've fought the fight of fkith*. 
And gain'd the victory ! come and wear the orown. 



ABDRSSSEI) TO THS REV. J. 6. S. 

OK LBAYiiro voB AMATaiE cnevvt. 

Dkab, honor'd friend ! this little gift receive, 
THs all I have, beside mv prayers, to give : 
Accept it as a pledge of pure r^^rd, 
Heaven will tips labors of your love rewasd.^ 
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The time hascome, when we must bid farewell ! 

But, far above yon azure vaulted (fome^ 
I see a land where genial spiritaulweU, 

Where parting comes not — 'lis the Christian's home. 

Thy Master calls ! we dare not bid thee stay, 
Though' parting pangs severe our bosoms rend ; 

We'll think on thee, wheathou art far away, ^ 

0(1 as before the throne of grace we bend. 

Shall we no more on earth behold that face. 
Beaming with pure, unearthly radiance — 

Sure index to a soul, where heaven-bom peace, 
Sweet seraph, sheds her gentle influence T 

Oh ! shall we never hear thy words again "^ 

Etecourage us to keep the narrow road, — 

Nor warn pour sinners of eternal pain ?' 
And point them lo the all atoning blood. 

Nor feel the enliv'ning influence of that voice. 

Which oft has cheer'd our Kttle social band- 
Rekindled in our hearts celestial joys, 

While the full soul with rapture would expand ? 

In vain we'll hearken, when the month rolls round, 
- For thy returning footstep's welcome sound : 
Round the domestic board we'll miss thy face — 
Oh ! may another herald of free grace, 
When thou art gone, fill up thy vacant place. ^: 

Go, herald of the Saviour ! still bear high 

The glorious cross, all stain'd with hallowM blood,-^ 

Yes ! tell to others Calvary's tragedy,— 

Though Satan frowns, thy Jesus will applaud. 

Go tell poor sinners there's a fountain pure, 

An ocean infinite of grace and love : 
Powerful its purple waves the soul to cure,* 

And fit it for the holy joys alove. 
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Oh ! telly though aeated^m a sapphiie throtll) 
Adofi by al} hety^s host the siooor's stead, 

Stript off His robes^ laid by Hb peerl ss.crowiu 
Oa:iirin||ll.of love .flaw do^A to earth and bleo* 

Tell howa inai^(iir h^ ^e iafant God ! 

While bright wiog'd seraphs woDderingvhover'd ro^Dd, 
NeiMfttouch'd their liarps to numbera sweet and loud, 
• While freesalyation burdenM every sQu^d. . 

Cbthsemaoe's {OQumfuU pleasiDg story telV 

When sacred blood bedew'd its cold, damp soil* 
How Jesu^ihen sohdired the powers of hell, 
* .Yanjulsh'd .his fo^ and won a gloriouaspoil. 

(% ! telly how pn dark Calvary's awful brow* 

The spotl^s victim poured his life away, — ^ 

While nature treaabled at the deed of woe, 
"*• And sackcloth veiji'd tlie brilliant orb of day* 

Tell htw ke xose^ a irietor from the grave, 
Though hell's malicious bands were station'd round, — 
f Triumphed a glorious conq'ror, strong to save* 
And gate to Death a sure and mortal wound? 

Tell how he soar'd above, resum'd his seat. 

Put on his mediatorial crown : 
Shows his pierc'd side, his wounded hands and feet. 

And pleads our cause before the eternal throne. 

Go, and proclaim the glorious triune God, . 

United, yet distinct and separate : . ' • 

Confound not the Divine with flesh and blood — 
•Twas fnan that groan'd and died, on Calvary's wood, 

Not nature's Maker, strength and potentate. 

Farewell ! when Jesus colls bis jewels in. 
And shall their brows witli fadeless wreathes entwine 

May many a radiant gem redcem'd from sin ^ 

With sparkling beauty roun'3 ♦^^y tf'mples shine. 
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A few more mghMj perchonoe* the fatarC mtttt i#ell^— 
A few more tears of grief the cheeke bedew : 

We'll riee» we'll jneet, w^'ll drak from kife's pure ^mXif 
Nor feel the iuaigiiish4brilliiig word, adbu ! 



stJInzas. 

WBITTBV IN DgBP 60BS«lt AUS AXOUIBH OP 8PIBIT. 

Thi9 earth, with all its boasted channs. 

Is void of bliss to me ; 
My bark is toss'd by angry storms 

On life's eventful sea. 

Ah no ! I would not always dwell '^' 

Where raging tempests rise — 
Where gnef 's dark, foaming billoWs sv^ll. 

And clouds o'erspread my skies. 



Oh I itifltt rlarln and .weary In nd»^_ 

BuUieaven is dazzling bright ; ' '^ 
Cheer up, my soul ! thy Iwpes expaod^^ ^ 
* Thoull gain that land of Kght 

Dismiss thy dark ^reboding fears, 
' Thy home is just in view : 
Press through this wikleraessof tears. 
And bid ihe world adieu ! 

Faitb stande with ^r eeraphks brow 

In s^now^'darkest houfs ; 
And points beyond this so^nerof woe 
''To heavmi's unfading bew'rs. 

When grief the wounded heart assails, 
And anguish swells the breast. 

And nature's fairest prospect feils 
To give the spirt rest : 
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» 
Oh ! then how sweet to cast an eye 

Beyond the darksome tomb, 
And view ikoBe heavenly bow'ra on htgh^ 
Where joy » inmmortal bk)om. 

No tears are there, no cares wjdlest • 
That world of sweet repose ; 

The sighing lieart, tho'heaving breast. 
Are freed from all their woes. 

Here virtue siglis, and friendship bleeds, 
And foes most cruel prove : 

Oh ! there they'll sigh and bleed no more. 
For all is perfect love. 

Then let earth's brightest charms decay,. 

And all her comforts cease ; 
My soul shall sweetly soar away 

To yon bright world of bliss I 



TO VENUS, BRIGHTEST OF tSTARS. 

Os 'Venus! beauteous evening star, 
What art thou, dazzling there so far 
From this sad world, diffusing bright, 
Refulgent beams the live-long night - * 
O'er this dark earth ? . 

Perchance some sinless region, where 
Securefrom sorrow, fear and care, , 
Where pride hath never ventur'd yet 
To cast her soul-deceiving net, 

Dwell beings of pure birth. 

Where no malignant passion rise, 
To chill the ardor of their joys ; 
Where all in sweetest union sing 
Harmonious praises ta their King, 

And high the chorus swell. 
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Hark ] do I hear the melting sound 
Of heavenly music floating round ? 
-And have ye heard, ye sinless race ! 
That Jesus died (oh, boundless grace !) 

To save a world from hell ? 

Do verdant fields and fruitful vales, 
Seas, Roods, and lakes, and numerous pales, 
Thy surface deck ? do mountains rise t 
Hast thou, like earth, sun, n[K>on, and skies 
Bcstud with countless stars ? 

Does love divine each heart control, 
And friendship's fire fill every soul 1 
Hast death ne'er ventur'd to intrude 
On thy fair sTiores ? no brother's blood 
Been shed in cruel wars ? 

Or art thou but a globe of light, 
Plac'd there to cheer the gloom of night ; 
T 'illume, as some grave wits do tell, 
This tiny orb on which we dwell, 

And for that end alone ? 

And did thy Maker not intend 
That thou should'st serve some nobler end, 
When with thy sleepless, brilliant eye, 
He bade thee blaze in yonder sky. 

The carpet of his throne ? 

How, lost in strange conjectures high, 
On thee I've gazed with curious eye, 
And almost wish'd for seraph's wings 
To soar above terrestrial things. 

Thy scenery bright to view ! 

Some minds there are that condescend 
T») believe what they can comprehend. 
But nothing more ; all else is aiuff, 
And nought but some wild crack-brain's puff 
Of lying wonders Dew 
5* 
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How dare a little breathing clod 
Limit the mind and power of God t 
Millions of worlds sublimely grand 
Would spring from naught at his command. 
And in their circles run. 

If God but speak, heboid ! they burOy 
And swift upon their- axis turn, 
Brightly illum'd by moons and stam 
Revolving in their flaming cars, 

I»it by refulgent 9un&> 

God's works and ways who may pretend 
To scian 1 they all our thoughts transcend. 
Why may not .qounttetss systems grace 
Yon azure fields of boundless space 

As well as one small speck ? 

I pity him whose grov'Kng mojd 
And downcast eyes, ne'er foci inclm'tl 
To contemplate these worlds of light. 
Which glitter like the diamond bright, 

And night's black robes bedeck. 



ACROSnC<r 



Jl ^GRAVEN on my heart in letters fair, 
L et me thy sacred name, sweet Jesus, wear ; 
I nscribed in life's fair book with blood divine, 
Z ion's'.great King, oh ! grant my name to shine f 
A nd, though unworthy, deign to call me thine. 

M ay heavenly virtue my whole soul inspire, 

C <Mitrol my thoughts, subdue each vain desire : 
O h ! may I walk in wisdom's shining way, 
N or turn to gaze at folly's dazzling ray. 
K ept by the power of God from sin, may I 
E nter at last those bow'j's of bliss on high : 
Y outh blooms in beauty thpro no more to die ! 



d by Google 



THE HEART SMITTEN. 

Oh ! must this wounded heart, so often pierc'c^ 

Be pierc'd anew ? Ah ! yes, 1 keenly feel 

Within this aching bosom deep infix'd. 

Grief's poisonous, barbed arrow, plung'd too deep 

To be extracted by a mortal hand. 

Ere tteice yon placid orb that rules the nicht • 

Hath wax'd and wan'd, this pensive, bleeding heart 

Hath thrico been torn by friendshiV* parting pangs I 

Yes! thrice the fountains of my soul have poar'd 

In quick succession down their wonted course 

The *ilent streams of heart-felt grief severe. 

My soul is sorrowfbl — my tears still flow : 

The friend* I lov'd, perhaps too fondly lovM, 

Is torn from my embraces. Oh ! how strapg&f 

And yet how soft, the magic tie that held 

Our souls in sweet mysterious union ! 

Held, did I say ? Ah ! 'tis unsever'd yet. 

Shall time, or space, or death itself, unloose 

The sacred knot which heaven alone hath bound ? 

No, gentle fricnc^ ! though towering mountains rise, 

And mighty rivers roll between us. 

Still in the vast and boundless fields of thought 

Shall our free rambling spirits often meet. 

And in embraces sweet each other clasp. 

And when the balmy breath of holy prayer. 

Warm from the heart, is rising toward the skies, 

Tis then I trust with sacred awe profound 

And reverence deep, before the throne of L«ve, 

Our souls shall meet and mingle into one. 

Farewell, dear friend ! methinks I see thee still 

As when we parted last ; with tearful eyes. 

Pressing my hand in friendship's warmest grasp ; 

Then turn away the anguish to conceal 

Which fill'd thy heart too full for utterance. 

No, speak thou could'st not ; but I plainly read, 

In the true index of thy noble soul. 

The precious painful words, « Farewell, fkreweU !" 

♦ Mra. D. 
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Dear, absent friend and sharer of my grief^ 

Farewell, farewell ! we've wept together here, 

Mingled our sorrows and our tears below ; 

Oh ! niay we through the Saviour's merits meet 

In that sweet world where tears are wiped away, 

Where not one sigh of sorrow swells the heart, 

And farewell pangs are never felt or feared ; 

But Ibve, in loud harmonious notes shall swell 

The sweet melodious songs of Paradise, 

And chant the anthems of redeeming grace : 

Music too svvuct tor seraph's harps to sound — 

Which angels cannot sing ! 

Who, who shall fill her place ? where shall I find 

A soul of such pure sensibility. 

Such deep refinement, candor, sympathy : 

Such true humility, such ardent love 

And constancy ; such dignity of mind. 

All blended with the sweetest modesty ? 

My wearied soul looks round with anxious eye 

For such another bosom, where to rest 

My aching head. 

Oh ! 'tis not her unused to weep. 

Whose bosom is a stranger to the soft 

And sweet amotions of undying love, 

I ask to weep with me. 

The stoic meddleth not with friendship's joys. 

Nor tastes her sorrows. No— her tcnderest charms 

Move not his marble soul : wan apathy 

Sits cold and cheerless in his frozen heart ; 

The tears of holy, heavenly sympathy. 

Ne'er sparkle in his dull and vacant eye. 

Oh! ye whose generous hearts 

Are form'd for friendship's purest, sweetest joys, 

Whose souls are cast in virtue's finest mould, 

Within whose bosoms glow the hnllow'd fire 

Of purest love, that firm cement of souls, 

Which bound of yore 

The heart of ancient Israel's sweetest bard, 

And the fond soul of youthful Jonathan, 
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(Only such bosoms can my sorrows feel,) • 
Come, weep witlvme ! mingJe your tears with mine, 
Till heaven heal up the deep, the painful wound, 
His own wise hand hath made. 



ODE TO rUIENDSHlPf 

Bail ! friendship, lovely stranger, 

Sweet soother of the mind ; 
Oh ! whitter shall I wander^ 

Thy safe retreat to find. 

Say, on yon lofty mountain, 

Or ia the vale below. 
Or near yon shady fountain: . 

Where peaceful waters ffow ; 

Or ill yorr flowery garden 

Where roses* wcet perfume, «* - 
Or in the verdant meadow 

WhcK^lowly violets, bloom t 

Or lovest thou to linger 

Near some frequented tomb. 

Where a belov'd companion 

Lies wrapp'd in death's dark gloom ? 

Or on the boisterous ocean, 
Where heaving billows rise. 

Which seem in angry motion, 
Contending with the skies 1 

m 

Or lovest thou the desert 

In solitude te» roam ; 
Qr in son^eivy'd abbey 

To find 9 peaceful home ^ 
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hk a poor htnnUe cottage, 

Thou sometimes hast been ibuad, 

.And with the poor and needy 
Thy blessings most abound. 

I oft times see a shadow. 

Which falsely bears thy name ; 

,But oh ! she's proud and fickle, — 
She hunts for wealth and fiime. 

No syn)t)athi2ing sorrow 
By lier was ever felt ; 

No notes of soft compasfflon 
Her frozen h^rt can melt. . 

On the poor helpless orphan. 
She scornfully looks down ; 

On poor Bereaved widows, 
Casts a disdainfttl frown. 

• flow oft are we deceived 

By this^bewitfehiiig dam»'? 



She comes in garb of friendship, 
And says that is her oaitle. 

When first you da behold beir» 
You Aink her true indeed ; 

But when true fViendship enters. 
She hides her guilty head. 

By base iastnuation, 

She forms her ftttal cmare, 
And numerous are the victims 

Deluded by the fair. 

. * 
False fair one, fly my presence! 

N9*er come again to me, 
I always crave thy absence. 

For we can ne'er agree. 
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To thee 1 Mxi woul^^fly ; 
For tears of sweet compa^ioo 

St.ll sparkle in thine eye.^ 

Sweet njn^b ! where shall I fiodit^ef^ . 

Oh! where thy footsteps traee 7 
I would in some lone bow^r^ 

With thee to spend ipy dj|iys« . 

Come, swQet, celestinil /Kendsbip^F 
I fain would call thee mine ? 

And on- thy constant bo8oin» 
My weary head reclinev- 



Christians rejoice, lift up your eyes. 
And hail millennium's dawn — 

See how the gloom of error flies 
Before the gospel sun ! 

Behold the glorious harbingers 

Of that auspicious day, 
When the sweet kibc of Bethlehem 

Shall earth's proud millions sway ! 

That kingdom i* indeed begun 
Which never more shall clkse, 

But with eternal ages round 
Its glories shall increase. 

Oh God! we look for wondrous things. 

According to thy word ; 
Earth shall be purified from sin, 

And Eden's bliss restored* 
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With courage bold the watchmen stand 

On Zion's sacred wall — 
They raise their voice at Grod'scoimnand» 

And cry aloud to all. 

The heralds fly o'er land and sea, 

Proclaiming Grod's free grace— 
They preach eternal liberty 

To Adam's fetter'd race* 

Jesus, that sweet, melodious name, 

Echoes froflfi shore to shore, 
Its charms the savage moostei-s tame, 

No power could tame before. 

It swells the heavenly harpers* songs. 

It rolls through earth and sky. 
Flows from the heav'n-born heathen's tongue ♦ 

In softest melody. 

The love that tunes the seraph's lyre 

Is streaming from the skies — 
Poor mortals catch the hallow'd fire 

And taste immortal joys. • 

Lo ! in the desert, drear and waste, 

A stream of mercy flows. 
And in the barren wilderness 

Blooms Sharon's beauteous rose. 

The raging lion, changed by grace, 

Grows peaceful, mild, and calm, 
While near the asp the sucklk^ plays, 

The wolf dwells with the lamb. 

Soon universal peace shall reign. 

And righteousness abound ,• 
A brother's Wood in battle slain. 

No more shall drench the ground. 
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Oh glorious truth ! that bappj day 

Is swidly rolliog on ; 
•* Thy kingdom come," oh ! Lord, we pray, 
Thy will on earth "bo done. 

But see you sable Aug rear'd high, 
The powers of hell surround ; 

By deep, infernal plots they try 
The Scriptures to confound. 

The sceptic now, with might and main, 

God's holy Word assails, — 
But all his wicked schemes are vain— 

That Word o'er earth prevails. 

Oh yes ! that blessed Word shall stand 
When worlds are ia a flame — 

When every knee shall prostrate bend, 
At Jesus' conq'ring name. 

Go on, ye messengers of grace ! 

You'll wear the victor's crown : 
Lo ! error's ** baseless febric shakes," 

E'en now 'tis tumbling down. 

Before the blood-stain'd, oonq'ring cross. 

Proud antichrist must fall. 
And Jesus and his blessed cause 

Shall triumph over all. 



TH^ mother's lament 

ON THB DEATH OF HZS CHILD. 
MOTHER. 

Ah 1 Where's my pretty blossom gone, 
In which my heart delighted ? 

My little bud was scarcely blown^ 
Ere cruel winds it blighted. 
6 
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I saw it droop iti glossj headt 
I law its beauties laDgaish, 

I saw its tints begin to fade, 

Wbicfa fiU'd way heart with anguish. 

I still had hopes it would revive. 
And all its charms recover, 

Until I saw the foe arrive, 
It from my heart to sever. 

Oh earth ! thy charms yield no relief 
To this poor, aching bosom — 

In penrfve sighs I'll vent my grief 
For thee, my absent blossom ! 

cniLD. 
Oh ! mother, mother, cease to mourn, 
« Look up to this bright bower ; 

Behold what beauties now adorn 
Thy once poor dying flower : 

If thou sbouldst please my Owner's eye. 
And heav'nly graces cherish, 

Thou too shalt be removM on high. 
In this sweet bow'r to flourish : 

But if unfruitful thou remain, 
And slight my Owner's flivor, 

He'll banish thee to endless pain. 
And we shall meet — ^no, never ! 



THE CATASTROPHE. 



Written on riemng the nune of the Building that fell May the 5th, ISSt, at 
the comer of Cliff and Fulton-dtreets, New-York. 

Oh what a scene !-^^uried beneath this heap 
Lie the fond hopes of many a joyous heart ! 
The youth is here : he left his happy home. 
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Bbngning to return ere Sol's last rays 

Should abed his glory on the eastern hills. 

Alas ! how transient are earth's brightest hopes ! 

Oh, how precarious her securest joys ! 

Ruin is graven on her highest bliss. 

The blooming youth lies cnish'd beneath this mass: 

His eyes were yet undimm'd by sorrow's tears ; 

Their brilliancy bespoke a buoyant heart, 

Which life's dull cares had not depress'd ; health brac'd 

His nerves ; his step was agility itself; 

His motion graceful ; and the new-blown rose 

Play'd pn his cheek in all its native glee ; 

While hope's bright wreath, of various vivid hues, 

Bloom'd in luxuriance on his polish'd brow 

Where wasting grief had never set her seal, 

And promis'd many years of happiness. 

But lo ! the boauteous rose has lost its charms ! 

The frost of death has nipt hope's lovely flowers. 

Say, dear lanthia, does not thy fond heart 

Forebode some evil tidings ?— 4ieard8t tbou not 

That thunderiog crash, that just now shook the ground ? 

Hark I now its rumbling echo dies away 

In awful murmurs, — chaste thee, gentle maid, 

Haste to the fatal scene, — ^for lo ! the form 

Of thy devoted lover mangled lies, 

Bleeding and crush'd beneath tho ruin'd pik! 

That heart, once wont to thrill with pleasures deep, 

At the soil music of lanthia's voice. 

Is cold and motionless, as though no fire 

Of love had ever lit its altar pure. 

lanthia! wither'd are thy budding hopes : 

Oh ! learn from this, Mr maid, to build thy hopes, 

Nor set thy heart on tunighi beneath the skies. 

The man of years lies here : the husband too^ 
Whose bosom glow'd with soft, conjugal love : 
Perchance the wife, a few short hours ago. 
With the soft smiles of sweet affection^ ^de 
The object of her love the laseadieu! 
Oh ! ray, ye pensive, ye bereaved one, 
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Did no dark cload of sad, foreboding fear, 

Cast o'er your joy's bright sky a transient gloom, 

When the last impress of connding love 

Was left upon thy lips ? 
The father, too, lies here — endeanng name I 
Who felt the chords of sweet, parental love, 
Twine closely round hfs heart, too firm for aught, 
Save death, to sever : how, with joyous soul, 
He printed on the healthful rosy cheeks 
Of his sweet cherub babes, (unconsciously,) 
The last sad kiss ; 
No longer now he hears their prattling tongues 
Lisping his name, in artless, childish accents. 

The Christian, too, lies here : who oft, amid 
The din of worldly cares, uprais'd his soul 
To Heaven, in silent, humble, ardent prayer. 
And felt the sweet refreshing drops of grace^ 
Like soft, descending dew, to cheer his heart ; 
" Who, like a faithful servant, watcli'd the hour 
When his beloved Master should appear: 
We trust he heard thai sweet, harmonious voice. 
(That fills all heaven with melting melody,) 
Call him up higher, to those exalted seats 
Prepar'd for all who bear the Saviour's cross. — 
Alas ! what finite mind can comprehend 
The dark, mysterious ways of Providence ? 
Oh ! ye bereaved, who^e hearts are torn with grief^ 
The wounds w^iereof still Weed afresh, that yet 
No balm hath heal'd — 
Stand still, 

And with deep, reverential awe, adore 
That God whose dispensations all are love, 
Though enveloped in whirlwinds, clouds, and storms ! 



y Google 



COTTAGE MUSINGS. 65 



ON THE DEATH OF A BEtOVEP FBIEND. 

Farewell, Maria ! 'tis afiection's tear 
That falls for thee, once my companion dear 2 
Alas ! sweet girl ! swiftly thy years have flown — 
Thy morning sun set long before 'twas noon 1 

FareweH, Maria 1 Oh, how fain would I 
Have stood beside thoe, and beheld thee die ! 
Oh ! that I could have seen that beauteous fiice. 
As it was withering in death's cold embrace ! 

FareweH, Maria ! happ> hours adieu. 

When first our youthful hearts each other knew ! 

Ofl as I think on thee, the pensive sigh 

Will swell this bosom while you mouldering lie. 

Farewell, Maria ! — Though thy well-form'd dust 
Must blend with common earth — oh ! may we trust, 
Through the rich merits of redeeming Love, 
Thy spirit lives in fairer climes above I . 



THE CHARMS OF EARLY RISING. 

'Tis sweet to rise at early dawn. 

And view the blushing east, 
And ramble o'er the verdant lawn> 

On nature's charms to feast. 

While softest xephyrs fim the flowers^ 
And songsters plume their wings, 

And sweet sequester'd groves and bowers 
With melting music rings. 

When the young rose, m native pride, 

Glows with the richest dye, 
And coupttessgems oo every side 

Delight the wand'ring eye. 
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When the sweet violet opes her eye 

To the fint blush of day, 
And notes of praise are sounding high 

From every' leafy spray. 



TO AN UNKNOWN SISTER-IN-LAW 

On t^ d«ath of her hnsbuid, Mr. O. M. C, who died July IStb, 18S3, in cor- 
■eqveiice of beingNnmshed ncath a loaded wagon. 

*Tis sweet to nH>ura with those who mounv 
And mingle tears with those that flow 

In silence o'er the mouldering urn 
Of those once held most dear below. 

Sister ! although unknown to me, 
Deep in my heart your sorrow lies ; 

'Tis friendship's noble sympathy 

That swells my bosom with tiK)se sighs. 

Sister ! there is a sacred charm 

With friendship's golden chord entwin'df 

Its spelftan lull griers raging storm, 
And calm the tempest of the mind. 

Sister ! thy loss is great indeed, 

Yet hope illumes it, (sweet relief!) 
Thy partner lives, — ^he is not dead — 

But only left this world of grief. 

While weeping o'er ** departed worth," 
A ray ft6m heav'n dispels the gloovn 

'Tis Hope — blest Hope J^-nshe visits earth. 
And hovers round the Christian's torab^ 

While in the grave his precious day 
Slumbers beneath the waving grass, 

His gentle spirit soars away. 

To dwell in Josus' lov'd einj>nwe. 
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Go» sister, to high Heaiq^a bow* 

He knows th}^ spirh^ keenest smart, 

He has a cordial for each woe, 
A balm to heal thy bleeding heart. 

On Jesus cast thy heary load, 

He 's all compassion in distress, 
He is the helpless widow's God— 

A father to the fatherless. 



0|f THE DEATH OF Z. D., 

▲ SABBATH SCHOLAR. 

Adieu, fond mother ! cease 'to weep for me^— 

Suppress those pensive sighs that swell thy breatft^- 

Tve only laid aside mortality, 

To wear the shining garments of the blest. 

I've only clos'd my eyes on scenes of woe. 
And bid adieu to sorrow, grief, and pain. 

To gaze on scenes where untold beauties glow, 
And tune my harp with this bright infant train. 

Oh 1 ichange your sorrows to glad songs of praise,— n 
Though froi|i thy heart an oply son is riven, 

It has magnified the Saviour's dying graoe, 
And touch'd another chord of love in beavtB* 

On earth my infant tongue began the themeir 
Ere guardian angels kiss'd my soul away ; 

But lo ! that little, glimiz|!ring, dawning beam. 
Has burst upon me— an eternal day ! 

Adieu, my father ! — Oh ! had I the power 
To fly on these bright j^ioions down to earth—*. 

Could I converse with the« for one short hour, 
A. deeper joy you'd foel than at mj birth^ 
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But here are songs which mortals must not hear, 
And here are joys which mortals must not feel ; 

Far, far too sweet for flesh and blood to bear, 
Far too sublime for angel tongue to teW^ 

Now, oh ! my father, oh ! what raptures sweet 
Fill every power of my expanding soul ! 

While bowing at my Saviour's pierced feet, 
I join loves melting numbers as they roll. 

Then cease to mourn — dry up those trembling tears, 
For lo ! the bitterness of death is past ; 

Grieve not o'er blighted hopes of future years— 
Bo calm, your darling Zenas is at rest. 

And when your flutt'ring spirits are set free, 
If Heav'n command, PlI swiftly wing my flight. 

With joyful angels, down the elherial way. 
To escort my kindred to these realms of lig^it. 

Adieu, my sisters, and my schoolmates dear ! 

Think not my spirit sleeps in yonder tomb : 
Ah, no ! it mnses in a nobler sohere — 



.h, no ! it ranges in a nobler sphere 
Jn heav'n'» fair clime, where flow'j 



'rs imnwrtal bloom ! 



TO AN INTERESTING YOUNG LADY 

PBSTITUTS OF BSLIOIOIf. 

Say> dear Gertrude, does friendship dwell 
In such a fickle world as this ? 

Hast thou not felt her magic Spell 
Shed round thy heart celestial bliss? 

Ah, yes ! thy countenance betrays 

The secret I desir'd to know ; 
Methinks I see pure friendship's rays 

Beam brightly on thy youthful brow. 
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But oh ! there are subFimer joys, 

'Where friendship and religion meet— * 

A charm that never droops or dies, 
That fills the soul with rapture sweet. 

Oh ! may tliese sacred virtues join'd 
Conduct you through this vale of woe, 

And weave a fadeless wreath t' entwine 
To bloom upon thy youthful brow ! 

Then when thy days are number'd all, 
And thou shalt bid earth's scenes adieu 

May'st thou from this terrestrial ball 
Ascend to bliss for ever new. 



THE church's triumph. 

Behoud ! she comes, yo nations, beaming with ray.5 refulgent; 
See how slie waves her immortal blood.stain'd banner ! 
As she advances in the gospel chariot, 

Nations fall before her. 

See how her crown sparkles with those blood-bought rubies : 
Truth is her fi»ccptrc, righteousiiescf her breast-plate. 
Faith is her broad shield, proof against the arrows 
Of the old Apollion. 

See yon glittering weapon ! 'tis the sword of the spirit ; 
Manfully she wields it, confident of victory 
^ Over all her enemies ; even death no longer triumphs, 
Chain'd by the Saviour. 

Ijook, artb 1 and wonder at her shining garments ; 
Oh ! how they dazzle thy false decaying splendor : 
Rob'd in the Sun oi Righteousness, whose peerless- radiance ^ 
Darken the lamps of heaven. ^ j 

Countless celestial armies constantly attend her ; 
Sent by Jehovah, thej fly on rapid pinions 
Invisible to ^lortals, but seen through faith's telescope. 
Hovering all around her. 
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Co ! prison doors fl^open at her signal : 
And the joyful captive's cruel chains are seyer'4y 
Blind eyes are open'd, the dumb break forth in praiseirr. 
The lame for joy are leefiof, 

^poce she wa0 driven to caves of the mountainy 
And to dens of tiie wilderness ; but God was her tieltoder, 
In perils she triumphed, the «ioon was beneath her 
Waxing and wanmg^ 

Oh ! thou persecuted ; once thy strength seem'd feeble. 
But now thou art riding from conquering unto conquest,— 
All earth's proud millions, combin'd with Satan's forces, 
Cannot overthrow thed. 

Lo ! ye proud sceptics, quake with consternation. 
All your inventions are vam to impede her progress, 
Jehovah's word prevails, your rotten foundation 
Fast crumbles to ruin. 

Though helFs malieieus king ^mplt^^tU bis engines. 
Sceptic, ^flame and fttggot, and horrid inquisition. 
Still in the strength of the great Prince Immaniiel, 

The Church shall prove victorious^ 



THE VAIN R08B TREE. 

There was a pale, but lovely flower. 

Grew on a forest tree : 
Its tender beauties every hour, 

Were opening gracefully. 
Oft was this pretty flower caress'd. 
And clasp'd to many a stranger's breast. 

The parent tree, with conscious pride. 

Beheld its budding charms : 
No pains were spard, no means untried. 

To shield it from the storms. 
Awhile it finely throve and bloom'd. 
And fill'd the ibower with sweet perfume. 
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But ah ! ibe thoughtless tri^rgot 

The faithful owner's toil : 
How from a barren wild he brought 

Her to a fruitful soil ; 
TUs fragile flower she idolized, 
A&d naught by her so highly prized* 

With fondness she would say, my dear. 

Ah ! who shall thee molest ; 
What cruel hand shall ventipe near 

To pluck thee from my breast 1 
Protected by thy mother's care. 
No tree shall boast a bud so fair. 

Though ruffian \iinds come sweeping b. 

To tear thee from my side. 
Thy little heart shall breathe no sigh, 

Thy pretty head Til hide ; 
SofUy the gentle dew% shall drop 
On my sweet bud, mj^ future hope. 

On whispering zephyrs of the mom. 

On erening's softest gales. 
Thy balmy breath shall hence be borne, 

O'er distant hills and vales ; 
Enraptur'd eyes on thee shall gaze, 
Afid tongues shall speak my flow'ret's praise* 

Thus did this silly boasting tree. 

Fancy her hopes secure. 
Nor dream that heaven's high decree, 

Would blast them in an hour : 
She little thought the fatal storm 
Was gathering o'er its beauteous form. 

But, oh ! the fearful tempest came. 

It darken'd all the sky : 
And sliook the tender beauty's frame 

As it came rushing by. 
Its lovely tints began to &cle. 
It sigh'd^ and droop'dits glossy head. 
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Just then the Owner chanc'd that wa3S 

And passing all the rest, 
He gently pluck'd that blossom gay, 

And plac'd it on his breast. — 
Transplanted where no tempests roar, 
(t blooms a sweet immortal flower. 

What language shall attempt to paint 

Her agonizing grief : 
She vents her woes without restraint, 

To consolatiorfteaf ; 
She pines in silence all alone, 
And weeps for her sweet blossom gone. 

For many nK>nths she felt the wound. 
And sorrows thence would flow : 

Until her Owner kindly bound 
A balsom to her woe. 

Her heart no more vain bliss beguiles. 

She glories in her Owner's smiles. 

Ye tender mothers, oh beware ! 

Nor like this silly tree 
Adore your babes, (though passing fair) 

'Tis gross idolatry. 
There dwells a God supreme, above, 
yield him your heart's first, warmest lore. 



THE DEAD CHILD RESTORED TO LIFE. 

A father once to Jesus came, 

His heart with anguish bled — 
Jairus was the mourner's name. 

His darling one was dead. 

Trembling, he fell at Jesus' feet, 

Implor'd his kind relief : 
Lo ! Jesus with compassion sweet, 

Beheld a father's grief. 
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Oh I mouroer, diy those flowing teara^ 
Be strong in &ith, nor grieve ; 

Banish thy sorrows, quell thy ikira, 
Thy daritng child shall live% 

Be calm ! the Saviour mildly said, 

Oh ! why so sadly weep f 
The little damsel is not dead, 

But only fallen asleep. 

^hen gently took her cla^old hand, 

Damsel, I say, arise ! 
At his omnipotent command, 

She op'd her radiant eyes. 

A joy too deep to Be reVeaPd, 
Now fiird a father's breast, 

He saw his lifeless daughter heal'd, 
And Jesus^ power confess'd. 

Oh, Jesutf \ though enthroned above, . 

Thy power is still the same : 
Th^ love ia everlasting love, 

And boundless is thy fame. 



A S0N6 of PRAISE FOR UNEXAMPLED LOVE. 

Oh ! thou invisible to mortal sight. 
Fountain of love, eternal source of light ! 
Myriads of spirits bow before thy throne. 
Each casting at thy feet a shining crown. 
Wilt thou permit, great Prince of boundless grace, 
A worthless worm to sing her Maker's praise ? 
Come, love divine, inspire my heart and tongue. 
Come sweet devotion animate my song. 
'Twas love that brougfil thee from the bowers of bliss, 
To suffer poverty and deep disgrace. 
Oh, love infinite ! Jesus, stoop so low, 
To s ive rebellious man from endless woe : 
7 . - - 
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Oh ! mn, how dkkii thou mar that beavleoni iaoe^ 

On which briglH seraph ipirkadare not gtae ; 

But while his lofty praise each anfel sings. 

He reils his face witli both his nuSant wangs. 

Lo ! what transcendant glory now adorns 

That sacred brow^onoe pierc'd with crael fhernaf 

That body, once extended on the tree, 

A spectacle did num and ansnel see ! 

Butlo! what matchless glones now sorround 

That lovely form, grace streams from every wouncL 

Oh ! meditate my son), on Jesus' lore. 

For thee he left those blissful seats above : 

For a lest, guilty world, he spilt his blood, 

He now invites, — wash in the purple flood. 

Jesus, I come, low at thy feet I bow. 

Thy love hast won me, come possess me now« 

Accept my sinful heart, and reign within. 

Till purified by love, I cease from sin. 

Then Saviour, let me sweetly sink to rest. 

From ever J woe, upoo thy gentle breast. 



THE SOUL PANTINO FOR FULL REDEMPTION* 

Thou precious, wounded Lamb of God, 

Who was for sinners slaiur- 
Oh ! wash me in thy cleansing Wood, 
' From every sinful stain. 

Sweet JesuB ! let my ransom'd powevs 

Be given up to thee : 
Ind to thy cause, my fleeting, hours' 

Wholly devoted be. 

Thy last expiring groans can break, 

The adamantine heart, — 
Sweet pardon to my soul they speak. 

And endless life impart. 

Oh ! breathe a living faith in me, 

Tliese clouds of darkness chase s 
While wand'riiig here 1 fain would see, 
Some glimmerings of thy face. 
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Be iomj wavarkig noulf 
While raging teinpe«tei*eund me itwry 

And billowa 4>*0r om ioH. 

Oh ! give me perfect cbar^, 
Let me this blessing prove» 

And plunge in the unlathomM sea 
0£ Jesus' boundless love. 

May these sweet graces a)i unite, 

And in my soul expand : 
Until I gain perfection's height, 

And on iBOunt Zion stand* 



ION THE DEATH OP MKS. HVI^DAVt PltlNDLE, 

WIm ^tapMt#«l Aim tif* eet#b*# Ulh, 1813, aged aSytuv. 
COIHSORT OF BEY. CYBUS PBINDLB. 

*Ti8 o'er ! the mortal strife is past, 

The pulse forgeta to play; 
The imprisoned aoul is freed at last» 

Has burst i|s house of clay. . 

Upward it wings its joyful ffight. 

To swell the songs above, — 
To shine inblood-bougltf robes of white, 

And wear a crown of love. 

Witheolft lifigerihj^gman^i^sigh, 

She laid her w^potls down, 
When a sweet smfte ^f heair'nty joy, 

Proclaim'd the victory won ! 

^hen lo I a brtghtf celestial gaar4» 

Unseen by mortal ejres, 
S«cort her up the ethedal road; 

O'er ioountleai worida tb^ ma. 
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Adiee to e^th, with idl its-vwMh. ' 
Its sufferings, griefs, and* fear% 

I go wtUDTtpurest pleAsorefiows^ ^ 

Uasoil'd by so^sow's tesrs. • 

A soul redeemed from yonder world, 

By Jesus' boundless grace — 
Open ye gMttering gates of poarl, 

And let a comrade pass; 

Salute her all, ye blood- wash'd choir, 

She's purified from sin ; 
Ye seraphs raise your aathems higher^ 

And hail her welcome in. 

And now, with all the heav'uly throng, 
^e phnnes her mdtant wiogs, 

While free salvation's peerless song, 
Tlitotigli hearen's high concave rings. 

Oh ! happy state, releas'd fron) pain, 

No more by grief oppress'd ) 
Who but would gladly die to gam 

That sweet and heavenly rest ? 

What Christian, but would nobly dare 
To wade through seas of blood ; 

Through tears, and grief, and sufferings, hear 
The cross, to reign with God t 

And shall we mourn, that she so soon 
Hath gain'd the immortal prize? 

Her sun hath only set at noon. 
More glorious still to rise. 

Soon, soon thi^lovely cligr refin'd> 
Shall burst thedarksome tonb^^^nr; 

Shall with its own triumphant mtndi, 
In dei^hless beauty bloom. 
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€bl Aoif, from whose loBcl bleeding hinrt^ 

A boooBi fnend is mreiv 
Short Is the ttme ye're cail'd to part, 
^ She w«l» for you in heaven. 

Ye tender babes ! suppress yourteflnv 

Your mother ^s gone before. 
To hail yoa in that world of bliss, 

Where ye may we^ ao more. 



ON HEABIN6 A SERMON^ 

Preached by the Rev. Mr. B. from John 3d mad 14Ui. 

BflHOLD ! a herald of the Saviour's cross, 

Who tramples on the world with all its pride : 

And counts all earthly things but worthless dross. 
So he may preach Christ Jesus crucified. 

Ills countenance beams forth that peace of mindr 
That none possess, but ^osethat love the Lord t 

Hope's glorioua wreath around his temples twine — 
While manfully he wields the Spirit's sword. 

Clothed in ihe rol>es of deep humiKty, 

While righteousness a breast-piate guards his hearty 
Shielded by faith, his- bitterest enemy 

The old ApoUian, kurls a poweriess dart. 

His feet are shod wiih the rich gospel peace^ 
Prepared to walk the narrow road to heaven : 

His heaven born soul partakes of God's free gra<je|. 
And knows, through Jesus, all his sins forgiven. 

What melting love o'erflowed my ravi^'d heart» 
While he described mount Calvary's tragic scene :. 

I felt at once my unbelief depart, 

And saw by faith, the Lord of glory dain.. 

7^ 
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Behold ! he cried, as Mosei iilicd iiigh, 
Th(s brazen 8ei|)eiit in the wilderneesy 

So must the son of nmn for sinners die^ 
A pttsy to insolence and de^p disgrace. 

How hard must be that heart, that does not movev 
While he unveils the Saviour's agony ! 

Can they have ever known his |»ardoning love^ 
Who sleep in diiil insensibilityl 

With joyful hope, I heard his lips proclaim, 
Although this tottering frame must soon decay. 

If I in death can cry, behold the Lamb ! 
For all my trials this will fichly pay. 

Thou messenger of peace I ii beav'n will permit. 
Still raise God's great victorious standard high ; 

May scores of ransom'd soub Hock round it yeV 
As stars to deck thy erown above the sky.. 

Then, when thy ^eat and glorious warfare's, o'erv. 

Angels will boar thee to the realms of peace : 
There, pain and sickness rack the limbs no more^ 

Nor sorrow entera those abodes of bliss. 

» 

Oh ! there shall grief no more thy boaom swell> 
Nor Satan rage o'er thy devoted soul, 

But lost in love with Jesus thou shalt dwell. 
Where boundless pleasures, doth forever roik 



ADVICE TO MY NEPHEW. 

Earth's brightest joys are fleeting,. 

As chaff before the wind — 
Efear Franklin kt this lesson, 

Engage your tender mind. 

The charms of youth and beauty, 

Must shortly fade away : 
Life's lovely blooming roses, 

Must Wither and decay. 
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Let virtue be your guide. 
Then o'er life's stormy ocean. 

Your bark shall safely ride. 

May heavenly understanding 
Direct your ardent soul, — 

A sound, unbiass'd judgment, 
Your every wish control. 

Hast thou a fertile fancy, 

Where flowers spontaneous grow I 
Then cultivate the garden, 

And heaven will more bestow. 

Oft from the world's commotien, 

In solitude retire. 
Where the ^ame of tree devotiony 

Will set your soul on fire. 

On wings of meditation. 

There your free soul may rise^ 

And lost in contemplation. 
Taste p\ire, celestial joys. 

Earth cannot boost such pleasures^ 
Such sweet, substantial bliss : 

Peru, with all her treasures. 
Is dross compared to this« 

Fair Science's sacred garden 
Unfolds it9 golden doors : 

Though poor, you there may entev, 
Ai]3 banquet in her stores. 

Go, range her sylvan bowers. 
And sip her sweets refin'd .2 

Yes, cull the choicest flowers^ 
To decorate your rand* 
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But mind this simple cautioiv 
Don't pluck a noxioiis weed— 

Or in a day approaching, 

T' may cause your hmrt to bleed. 

The weeds of rankest Tenom, 
Are Hume, Voltaire^ and Paine ; 

And Byron, too, with others, 
Alas ! have thousands slain. 

There's one that blossoms weekly. 

Enquirer Frc«, by name, 
And all who suck its poison, 

Axe deaf, and blind, and lame. 

There too, grow various blossoms^ 
Stamp'd with the seal of truth, 

Glowing with dyes immortal^ 
Wholesome for age or youth. 

There, blooms the witohitig novel,. 

Dress'd out in feir disguise, 
Her robes so rich embroidered, 

Conceals the grossest, lies^ 

There, blooms the blessed gospel;. 

Clad in eternal green, 
And life's pure crystal foantam, 

Close by its roots. are seen.. 

It bears and blossoms hourly. 

And more, though strange, is true. 

The dead, by its influence. 
Are brought to life anew. 

It yields sueh powerful virtue 

For every human grief^ 
That thousands have been healed^. 

By less than half a leaf* 
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Its 0(968 tbe blincied ejres z 
It sets t^ d^imb 4o praitmgy 

It makes the foolish wise* 

Millioiis beneath its branches, 
Have found a safe retreat, — 

And millions of all nations, 
Shall feel its virtues yet. 

Go, then, beloFed nephew. 

And lest beneath its shades 
From sin's destructive tempest, 

'Twill shield thy youthful bead. 

S^U now, with some reluctance^ 

We^l bid a short farewell, 
To Literature's garden 

On other scenes to dwell. 

Perhaps your mind, like Milton's, 
Would range through Eden's bowers. 

Where Eve, with father Adam, 
3pent their first sinless hours. 

And travkel roads celestial. 

Up to Jehovah's throne. 
From whence rebellious angels 

Were hurl'd in vengeance down. 

Would you as did your namesake,''^ 
With the vivijd lightning play ? 

Or with the curious Newton, 
Those flaming worlds survey ? 

Like Young, Ibe pensive poet. 
Would you devote your time — > 

And in his soaring chariot. 
Rise to the great sublime ? 

Or tell me, does Ambition 

Exalt the hero's naroe,^ 
And fire thy youthfiil bosom 

To daring-deeds of fiime. 

* Pr. B«nj«inin fnnjlkli^ 



d by Google 



82 CCTtAfStB Ml/tPlllttll* 

Ah ! does she point you yobder^ 

Where crinMii Slaios thi) graliifidi 
Where the groans of the depattmgy 
In mournful eadence sound t 

Where the cannon's pealing thuodety 
Aw\ the hollow, pensive diun). 

In numbers sad and solemn, 
Chants the dying's requiem } 

Though wars bring desolation^ 
If freedom's oause demand, 

Tls just inihe defensive 
To take the sword in hand. 

Where ever duty leads you. 
There, fearless follow on—* 

But like our patriot father, 
First bow at heaven's throne. 

If e'er the voice of freedom. 
Should call you to the field, 

To your country's pnmd oppressor 
I trust you'd scovn to yield. 

For fair Columbia's honor, 
May all her sons awake ; 
. All in a cause so noble. 

The sword may justly take. 

I^ong, Liberty, blest genius ! 

Shall grace our happy land. 
While the fearless sons of courage, 
'^ Unite both heart and hand. 

Lo ! o'er our peaoefbl nation, 
The conquering eagle Aiars ; 

His wings are wide expanded, 
To guard Columbians shores* 
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But, let us for a aeasoiv 

Bid scenes of war adieu ; 
Par, fer sublimet object*, 

I'd have you now pursue. 

See sweet, benign, ReligiOD, 

With soft, engaging charms, 
Stands waiting to embrace you, 

Oh ! hasten to her arms* 

WhHe Hope's bright wreathe is blooming. 

In beauty on your brow. 
In youth's fair cloudless morn'mg, 

Go at lier altar bow. 

When evening's saUe curtain 
Shall shroud the earth in gloom, 

Oh ! let thy prayers to heaven. 
Ascend as sweet perfume. 

And when sweet rosy morning 

Awakes with blushes brigkl^ 
In praise to thy Creator, 

With countless hearts unite. 

With grateful soul adoring, 

That power by whose command, 

(To guard your helpless slumbers) 
The flaming angels stand. 

Dear Franklin, be entreated 

To give your heart to God, 
And seek the one Ihinff needful, 

Faith in the Saviour's blood. 

Then, when your days are numbered, 
On love's strong wings you'll rise. 

To join those ransom'd harpers 
In the groves of Paradise. 
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8* corf AGB MtT«K«S. ' 

STANZAS : 

WBITTBK for a. TOVKQ LU>r AT KXR OWN «S«U«fT. 

Dkar frieDd, the kind advice you ask 

I will most freely give, 
And think it quite a pleasant task, 

If you'll the saifte receive. 

Ah, Mary ! does thy yomhhil heart 
Pant for the things of time? 

Or wouldst thou choose a iioblor part— ^ 
Things heav'nly and sublime t 

You tell me cares oppress 3rour miod)< 
And sorrows swell your breast ; 

They say to you, cast earth behiniv 
And seek in God thy rest. 

Set not thy heart on earth's p6or ctrbss, 

It glitters to betray. 
Nor court tha flattering world's appkuis^ ^ 

Nor her commands obej« 

If you would those l£right gloriies share^ 

Reserv'd for all the just, 
You must avoid sin's fetal sjnare* 

And in the Saviour trusi* 

Ah ! could you feel the riacred joy«' 

That from Religion ffows, 
In spite of all this world's gay toys, 

This heav'nly friend you'd choose^ 

Each night, ere slumber seals, thine eyes^ 

At mercy's altar bow, 
There, in sweet, contrite, balmy sighs, 

Pour out thy weight ol woe* 

Each morning let the rising sUh 

Be witness of thy pray 'rs ; 
Oh ! bend at Heav'n's gracious throne. 

And cast on God your cares. 
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OORAGB UOmUQM. 

There raite your aottl in«tiODg desires^ 

Till jTOU his geodness prove. 
Till Jesus' love your bosom fires, 

And bears your miod above. 

Perhaps you think the Saviour's grace 

Does not extend to you ; 
'Tis free, 'tb boundless as the seas — 

Believe these words are true. 

^ Ho ! every one that thirsts," he cries, 

" To living waters come ;" 
My grace each thirsty soul supplies, 

For idl, for you there's room. 

Oh! loqk by &kh to Calvary, 

Behold the Son of Oodf 
Hark! how be groans on yonder tree^ 

He sinks beneath your load. 

G09 Mary, kneel down bybisoross^ 

With all your weight of sin, 
<jo, cast tbtt world away as dross, 

A glorious crown to win. 

Go, freely wash in Jesus' bk)od. 

Bathe in that crimson tide ; 
Sink in that precious, purple flood, 

That flow'd from his dear side. 

Just as you are, with all your gulh, 

Fall at his sacred feet — 
Immsmuel's cleansing bk)od was spilt, 

To make-the nnner meet. 

Oh ! may the Saviour's matchless charms 

Compel you to believe ; 
To ftdl in mercy's Meeding arms. 

Nor more his goodness grieve. 
8 
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Ob I n^ yonSMihe plaaang' sonrt 
That Ctota repentance spriogB ; 

Those.mtUiofft of a broken hmui» 
That true salnulkHi bnogt* 

Oh ! may you atrire through Jesoa* power 9 

To cease from every sia : 
Andfimn this blest, this eaered hoiMV 

A holy Mfe beg^. 



THS JSAXEhESa^ CHARM. 

When pure congemal spirits meet. 

As they too seklom do ; 
They feel a bliss exquistte sareet. 

Within their bosoms glov. 

A soil aad tfafiUtnif leadei^iieaay 
Deep in tha h^ut eofoU'dv — 

Which peoy nor penoil e^n ^xj^reaa. 
Nor mortal tongue unibld. 

A certain senslbiiMy 

Which hath not been dofia'd, 
A diamond we too rarely see 

Adorn the huviaa rmnit 

A dialect, that JehovaikV hand 
Upon the heart: hath graveci, 

Which none can rend, or undwiteiid. 
Save he to whom 'ti9 gjiveo. 

Ti3 he alooe,.who6e yielding soul . 

The same inscription bears^ 
Can fully solve tbe mystic whole 

Of these deep characters. 
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This nam^eiiMnwthiqgfBO w&RaM, 

Its worth cannot tie told ; 
It hath, and wiU foraver biad» 

Hearts ibrtn'd^a ike sane meiM. 

As two snoMth rhrers, idmiAmy mm. 

Mingle theur Wttvcs in ooo^ 
Thus 60uls like^ormkl ior fis^endship swetft, 

In union deep flow <hi« 

This bright, celcBtiftl rubj, nure. 
Though fouDd beneath the skies, 

Pre sought -withunostasstduoiis ^mm, 
But seldom finind the prisie» 

'Tis friendsh^-8 fairest^ sweetest flovmr^ 

*Tis virtue's counterpart ; 
It soothes, in sorrow's darkest lio«n 

The wounded, i^eedii^heait 

A plant, of ilieavenfy origin, 
Drop'd from the iifewera ^koy/m^^ 

To bloom on earth, then rise agaia 
To the sweet proves of kwe. 

*Tis the soil fibre of pure love. 

Spun by infinite art : 
By wisdom infinite, inwove 

In every noble heart. 

The sordid eodl, insensible 

To beauties so sublime : 
May call it weakness, ignoble. 

Or if they please, a whim. 

But, oh, blest power invisy^le ! 

How dark woold hemj day9» 
If I (were doem'd neinore toiasi, 

Thy mild, ben^ant.ra^s! 



y Google 



OOTTlfil MUMOWh 

I sometiiaet bear a gd:itle wovd-— 

Soft CNd my ear it breaks. 
And instantly a slumbering cherd^ 

lo my sad heart awakes. 

Oh ! 'tis the sacred eharm of lore, 
Which time »or death can sever, — 

h binds the happy souls above^ 
In union firm — ^forever. 

It makes ReHgioa's snulies more sfreel^ 
Shines bri^^test in distress : 

Sheds round domestic joys com|4ete» 
Yea, heaven's own loveliness.. 

Easy impress'd by joy or grieC 

Alive to gratitiJKle ; 
But trembles like an aspen leaf^ 

Touch'd by unkindness rude» 

It moves at soft oompassioa's voices 

It melts at human woe- 
It banquets on ambrosial joys,. 

While tears profijsely flow^ 



THE P£NIT£NT.. 



TwAS on a cloudy winter's day. 
The earth was rob'd in white^ 
And icicles from every spray» 
Shone beautifully bright 

A youthful maiden, mild and &br. 

Charming as cloudless skies — 
Toward heaven, in deep, and silent prayer. 

She rais'd hi^ dark, Uue eyes. 
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At the bapdmny fbitt she knelt^ 

Ta covenant with her God ; 
Her hear^ lale^tem by anguish, felt 

Sweet peace in Jesus' blqpcU 

The blessed, penitential tears, 

Roll'd down her rosy cheeks, 
As thoughts of former sinful years 

Upon her memory breaks; 

Haric ! Cynthia, 'tis the Saviour's voice— ' 

Behold his bleeding side ! 
Come, let your trembJif^ heart rejoice^ 

'Twas for thy mns he died. 

She sees by faith her dying Lord, 

She feels his flowing blood — 
And plunges ail her sins and woes, 

In Calvary's crimson flood. 



TENDBR RECOLLECTIONS* 

FiiltEWELL ! joyous days of childhood, 
Sweetly, swiftly have ye flown — 

Farewell ! sweet, romantic wild-wood, 
And thou lovely verdant lawn. 

Oft in childish mood I've rambled, 
O'er yon flower-enamell'd green. 

My light heart with pleasure bounding, 
No dark sorrows dimm'd the scene. 

Oh ! thou peaceful, rural cottage, 
How fond memory clings to thee ! 

Hi4)py place, where oft my father. 
Smiling, placed me on his knee. 

8* 
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COTTAOS mvMmoBm 

Where my mudi lov'd, tender motherr 
WipM away my traneient leits : 

Sweetly sooth'd my fiuocied aorvews^ 
Huah'd to rest my childbh feara«. 

Methinks I almost see theriTer,"' 
White with many a spreading sail,— 

Fraught wilh treasures sweetly gliding. 
With a soft and ploasant gale* 

I alinosl see the okf grey mountmns> 

Just behind our humble cot, 
And the moss-edged,. crystal fixmtain^ 

Whence I draak the cooling draughr* 

I almost hear the little songsters, 
In the cool, sequester'd p^rove^ 

Caroling to the rosy morning, 

In melting strains,, their notes of love^ 

Fancy, oh ! how false and glowing. 
Painted future scenes as^bright r 

Not one shade of heart felt anguish. 
Came within my ravish'd sight* 

Adieu I sweet hours and scenes of gladness^ 
Rainbow-chacms too bright to last, — 

Though, ye' re gone, still recollectioa 
Feasts on happy seasons past. 

Halcyon days now fled forever. 
Fled before I knew your worth — 

Bearing on your hasty oinions, 
All Ihe purest bliss ot earth. 

Now ye're gone, shall I bewail ye t 

No — I see a form diyine ; 
'Tis Religion, child of heaven. 

Fadeless beauties round her shine.. 

* Hudson. 
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Lo! shepcNDls topeeriewtreftsurtfl^ 
Tells me of a Savioar's grace. 

My soul, atl«acted by her beauties, 
Httstens to herloT'd embrace* 



OH VIEWING THE GRAVE OP MY INFANT SON. 

Oh ! 'tis a lovely spot to me, 

Where sleeps the beauteous clay 
Of my sweet one — there memory 

I^pves pensively to stray. 

To me, this little verdant mound, 

No gloomy terror wears : 
Hope sheds a radiant halo round. 

And scatters all its fears. 

Sleep on, sweet one, no angry storm 

Molest thy deep repose- 
Bright angels stoop to guard thy form. 

Till Grabriers trumpet blows. 

Thy pretty little flaxen head. 

So ofl with pains distressed. 
Upon its earthly pillow laid. 

Has sweetly sunk to rest. 

Thy sparkling eyes, as sapphire bnght. 

Have lost their brilliancy, — 
And, seaPd in deaths long, dreamless night. 

Forget to beam on roe. 

Oft when my heart's with grief oppress'd^ 

I think on thee, my love. 
How pure, how holy, is the rest 

Thou dost enjoy above* 
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Much as I knr'-dmjr dhnrlieg bojt > 
E'en frooTLlby earlj birtb, 

Gbuld I, bul kf a aingle sigh. 
Recall thee back to earth r 

That single sigh I would not breathe, 
No ! thou art blest, my child, 

Forbidden by an early death. 
To tread Hft's dreary wild. 

Transplanted from the woes to come, 
In heaven's immortal bower. 

Through all eternity to bloom, 
A sweet and fadeless flower. 



THE KINGDOM OF GOD. 

There grows on earth a lovely tree, 
With never-fadmg verdure crown'd. 

Millions, beneath its canopy. 
From sin's dread storm have shelter found. 

This tree, though once so small a seed, 
Sown by God's wise, unerring hand. 

To heaven now rears its lofty head. 
And spreads o'er all our happy land. 

It blooms and bears throughout the year, — 
Close by its roots life's current flows. 

Its leaves, applied with faith and prayer, 
Will cure the worst of human woes. 

lis various fruits beyond compare. 

Is beautiful to look upon — 
And to the taste, is sweeter far. 

Than honey, or the honey comb. 
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Its growth k wonderful indeed, 

Far diitent lands, its btoosiogs fe^ 
And nations flock beneath its shade. 
Their Taiiousmdadies to heaL 

its limbs extend o'er land and sea. 

Far to the south, ncMrth, east, and west ; 

Bven poor, insulted Africa, 
Under its firteodly branches rest. 

That glorious day is rolling on. 

When thifr great tree Uie earth shall fill — 
When Satan's kingdom must come down. 

And love, in copious showers distil. 

Ride on, thou King Immanuel, ride ! 

Till hell's black prince shall be subdued. 
Till all beneath thy cross abide. 

And feel the virtue of thy blood. 



TO THE REV. MR. C. P. 

e» hw iMviiif the eougfgfAM^n ai tbe B. strevt Churoh^K. T. for MMtk*r tUUiMi. 

Fasbwb!.!. ! dear herald of the Saviour's grace. 
The deep^ the sacred sigh of friendship, swells 
• Our hearts — and the big tears of gratefol lovej 
We vainly strive to hide, rush to oiireyes^ 
While faithfiil Memory, vividly portrays 
Thine ardent admonitions : may they live. 
When worlds on worlds ^aH melt away in fire. 
Oh ! may they stand, deep graven on our hearts 
In living Hoes, by Truth's unerring pen, 
Dipp'd in the precious ink of Calvary. 

StiH may the Inuring edio of that voice. 
Which oft hath warned us of approaching wrath, 
3ound in our ears, and urge to dirty on. 
Ah ! yea, methinks we loi^ shall hear its souad^ 
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In the pure fervor of «ifibctiNilprvfeiV 
In the sweet mnkm of firee aaliwtioil'ai 
Butylo! thep«tinghourioUeQii«[ 
'And mutt we hidtSmUfUOitaamt^mmdil 
Alas ! how melancholy such a thought ; 
We'll banish it, as worthle« ef a plM 
Within the hallowed bounds of Christian hope. 
See Faith, bright seraph ) points abore the idEies^ — 
She speaks in hewei^ aeeents sweet, end says : 
Bf^ld ! yon glorious, countless company, 
Before the splenddF of whose gtiftermg^Tdbes, 
YoniiaEiiling ei^ of day, asham'd to ^ine, 
Would Teil Mi radiant iace. 

We'll meet again. 

Jesus hath died — Jesus hath risen too.: 
Oh ! blessed, joyful truth, the siniier's plea, 
Yes, our Immanuelhath ascended h^W 
• And epen'd on their -golden hinges md% 
The pearly gates of heaven to all his saints. 
Then le^ us banish every parting fear, 
Well meet again, just o'er tim^s narrow stream. 
Oh ! yes, wl^ the dark clouds of 4XK>rtal life. 
So deeply fraught with wretchedness and woe. 
Are lest4n the finild atmoepbereof heaven-^ 
Whennifht no nK>re«hall spread her siible wing 
Acress tbe earth, when days are swallowed vf 
In the bright blaze of an eternal one. 
When we have slept the transient nap of death, 
And these frail casketB, now the spidt chains. 
Shall have dissolved and mingled with the dust, 
Shall hear the gladly, solemn, awful sound 
Of Gabriel'b trump, nnging through earth and skies. 
Unbarring death's dark posons under ground. 
And start to life anew, spring ijram the dust, 
All beauteous and refin^, to die no more. 
'Tis then we'iliaaeet, wi(h raptnrous joys wd^'gase 
Upon these self«same features— *bi]t faowchang'd— - 
What rays of ^oriow lighi shall 1km Mknam 
The cowleBanoe^ eiioe grief*womf pab and' wan. 
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Thoae brows, whetfi gfktwedoace the dewt «l death. 
Shall bloom. with wreathet^of immofiaUtj : 
Ohy what a li9p« lasfHres the Qiristiaa'a «oul ! 

With bleediog hearts 
We give thee up*-go, Mthful messenger ! 
We'U keenly fed oar loss, but^ Jesus ealls. 
We bid thee an af^tionate farewell, 
Indulging the sweet hope to meet again* 
Your skirts are clear, go U& the hdy cross. 
And henee depart. Lo ! other precious souls 
Are waiting to embrace its sacred charms^— 
Still wave its lovely crimson banner high. 
Fearless of mortal's smiles, or Satan's frowns ; 
Heaven speed your journey, and your labors crown 
With a rich harvest of immortal souls. 

And when the Saviour comes to count his gems, 
And set them in his mediatorial crown. 
May you, my brother, in that diadem. 
Among the bright refulgent number, stand . 
Deck'd with a glorious erown of endless joy— « 
Which shall, with many a bkxxl-boaght ruby shme 
From this dear spot, from Greenwich village church. ' 



THE NEW CREATIOIC. 

" Let there be Mght^'^^vas Go<Pa anomand, 

And chaos roU'd away, — 
The blue arch'd heaven, the aea, the land, 

Laugh'd with resplendent day. 

Shrouded in nature's sable nij^t. 

My soul in darkness pin'd : 
Till Jesus spoke, and heavenly light 

Shot through my pensive mind. 
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Bright, uncreated sun, whose be«ns 

Diffuse eternal light, — 
Whence rays of peerless glory streams, 

Insufierably bright. 

Oh ! can I e'er forget that voice. 
That spoke my this forgiven — 

And bade my trembling heart rejoice. 
With glorious hopes of heaven 1 

Oh ! soul.transporting, sacred hour, 

Creation's charms were new. 
Bach vale, and mountain, tree, and flower, 

Put On a deeper hue. 

All nature seemed to sympathiise. 
As though she'd found a tongue, — 

The limpid rills, the smiling skies. 
Glory to Jesus sung. 

Still bind me, Jesus, near thy side, 

Lest I ungrateful prove. 
Close shelter'd, let my soul abide, 

'Neatbthy broad wings of love. 

Oh ! never let me stray from thee. 
But rise from grace to grace — 

Till with yon bl<>Dd.wash'd company, 
I join to chant thy praise. 



TO MY NEFKEW, B. F. »• 

Deab Franklin, while thy youthful heart. 
Expands with hopes of future joys. 

While this gay world, with flatt'ring art, 
Would charm thee with her painted toys : 

When budding beauties of the mind. 
Are opening and begin to bloom. 

Seek, and the path of virtue find. 
There breatiie to heaven the sweet perfume* 
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OQfVtAUK Musnms. ev 

Oh ! haste, e'er liii'« dktracCtoff Gurei^ 
Hath cross'd thy calm, imrum'd breast,*— 

Or sorrow's silent, burning tears. 
Forbid your eyes to dose iarest. 

In the bright momiog of your Jay^ 

Haste to the mercy seat of God ; 
Go and implore the heavenly grace. 

And pamon^ through TrnmanueFs blood. 

Oh ! shun the gilded baits of vioe^ 
Nor bow at felly's glttteriog skrioe,-^ 

Nor let the sinner thee entice, 

To leave the pefth of truth divine. 

Would hescven indulge my fond desire, 

In this dark world, I yet would see 
Franklin, a flame of heavenly fire, 

Proclaiming fuH salvation free. 
Oh ! may your heart, like Wesley's, bum 

With love's pure, ardent, quenchless flamei, 
Like him, o'er fallen sinners mourn. 

And point them to the WeecHng Lartib. 

And when your hours are numbered ail. 

May angels wail ihy soul above, — 
To join the harpers round the throne. 

In praises to redeeming love. 



HEAVEN AND EARTH CONTltASTED. 

This is a world of trouble, 

Where sorrow'^ heavy billows roll. 

Pleasure's a painted bubble. 
And wounds while it enchants the souU 

Here, fairest, sweetest Irfoasoms, 

Are nipp'd by death's relentless frost, 

And hope^s fresh opeomg beauties. 
By &tal disappointments cro8s'd» 
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98 wtTAM vMmas. 

The bloom of miring, to lorttj. 

And sommers mellow, glowing ehanns, 

Droop on the iMretst of autuimiiy 
And periih in oM winter's arms. 

Here oft the brightest prospects, 
Are cmsh'd by fell adversity, — 

Here, wounded, bleeding friendship, 
Too seldom meets true sympathy. 

Here the l^ooming cheeks of beauty. 
Are blasted, wither, and turn pale, 

And snowy locks and wrinkles, 

Are left o'er blighted charms to wail. 

Here death, the mighty archer. 
Oil shrouds the mind in dismal gloom, 

Consigns alike the monarch. 
And smiling infant to the tomb. 

But rise my drooping spirits, 

There is a world of cloudless joy. 

It lies just oyer Jordan, 
And ne'er beheld by mortal eye. 

Mortality's too languid 

To view the scenes of that bright land 
Where sweet perennial flowers 

Are by sofl, healthful zephyrs fann'd 

Affliction's fearful billows 

Ne'er dash arpund that peaceful shore* 
And Jordan's roaring waters 

Affright the timid saint no more. 

No pestilential vapojrs 

Lurk in that lucid atmosphere 
The pangs of wounded frteiidskip 

Nor bleeding hearto may eoter there. 
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Here all is swett assurancei 

No clouds obscure those brilliaot irlaMj 
Doqbts, sorrows, and temptatioas, 

Are lost in love's pure rapturous joys; 

Here sprm/j^-fiowers bloom forever, 
Glowing with variegated huei, 

And life's transparent river 
With soul-reviving water flows^ 

All hail ye heavenly bowers. 
When ^lall I rest my weary soul 

'Neath your sweet shades immortal. 
Where pure unmingled pleasures roll. 



SPRING. 



Lo ! beauteous smiling q>ring is here, 
With a11 her brilliant train^— . 

The howling tempests disappear,* 
She i^dens all t1iei4ian. 

Where'er she tread%-ihe qpenkig flewers. 

Their richest tiaCs display. 
Kind heaven distils refreshing showers. 

And gentle zephyrs play. 

In the eodiantiag month ef May, 

When nature wears a smile. 
Her glowing charms, each rising day. 

The livelong hours beguile. 

Now, oil I how sweet at rosy dawn. 

To softly wend my way, . 
Across yon dew«bespai^led lawn. 

Where flowers are blooming gay. 
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lOO CdtTAGE Hxjsmfis, 

How sweet to listen to your lays, 
Btltfie songsters of the grove — 
^ While warblbg forth yoirr Maker's praise. 
In simple notes of kyre. 

* ^Tls sweet to rove along the beach,. 

To view the rolling tide ^ 
And on the bosom of the deep,. 

The stately vessels glide^ 

'Tis sweet, when nature feels the power 

Of Sol's meridian glow, 
To rest Beneath some leaf- wrought bowery. 

Where limpid streamlets flow • 

If nature's beauties can impart,. 

(Which here we daily .see). 
Such sweet sensations to the heart. 

What must heaven's glories be ? 

Here, mildest spring eternal reigns, 

And flowers that ne'er decays 
There seraphs raise their sweetest strains, 
— - AndwjgelsJ^injhe lay, _ 

There blood.wash'dsqpiritssweU the theme^. 

And holy \ holy ! cry, — 
They ever drink of love's pure streami 

Fresh from the fount of joy. 



TO A YOTTITG LABT. 

On her forsaking the paths of piety ^aadrotaraiat to the pleaiares e£ the wortcfe 

Let not false pleasure'is syren voice, 

Allure thy feet from virtue's path, 
Jesus was once thy happy choice, 

The glorious object of thy faith. 

Strange, that a heart once warm with Jesus'^Iove, 
Should catch again at earth's unhallowed fire ; 
Strange, -that a soul with heavenly manna fed, 
3hou1d s^um Uie ambrosial food ^starve onhusk^ 
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Cottage MttsiK^S. 101 

Lucinia, shall tho Saviour's precious side 
By ihee be pfere'd afresh ? Qan'st thou forget 
The softy deep music of that voice, which spoke 
Thy sins foi^ven, that roH'd the pond'rous weight 
Of goilt from thy poor, pensive, burdened soul ? 
ShaU bleeding love no longer meh thy heart. 
Has Jesus bl^ and died for thee in vain ? 
Oh ! say, wilt thou, with such cold apathy, 
Res^ a gknious crown of endless life, 
Resign thy ri^ht and title to a seat 
In those bless'd mansions of eternal day, 
And be forever banish'd from its joys, 
Down to the fearful shades of rayless night 7 
What ! forfeit heaven's high blii», endure the paina^ 
Of never dying death, for one short hour 
-Of this poor world's false, fadings withering sweets ? 
Folly, extreme ! oh, tell it not in Gath I 
Lest earth's proud daughters triumph at thy fall. 
Oh ! pause dear girl, come, let thy mind reflect, 
Does this unfeeling world possess one charm 
To soothe the anguish of a broken heart ? 
Oh, no ! it wounds it deeper still, afresh 
It opens all the pores of grie^ and sends 
The crystal torrents down the care-worn cheeks. 
Luciuia, I have drank its pleasures false, 
I've tried its joys, they're fickle as the wind. 
Its comforts too, they re cruel as the grave ;. 
I've tried its friendship, but alas ! 'tis false 
And slippery as the treacherous sliding sand ; 
Fve lean'd upon them all, and found them naught. 
Thejr flatter, but with secret skill they aim 
And plunge the fatal arrow in the hoart ! 
Dear friend, beware, trust not earth's gilded bails, — 
Oh ! haste, with speed fly fiXHn tlie fearful edge 
Of this steep precipice, which overhangs 
The fiery billows of the second death. 
Oh ! say, Lucinia, art thou yet resolved 
To risk thy dear, immortal all, and plungQ. 
Wilful and hoedless, down the dark abyss 
Of never-ending woe ? 
9* 
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Oh ! no, roethiiika it caiiiiot» must not be : 
How shall I give diee tip^ how bid adfeu~ 
What grief exquiaite, what emodona deep, 
Mingled with aoftest pity , swells my heart,— 
»top,myLu<ania; coiQ^ielrace tiiyst^ar 
Oast yet another glaaoe toward CcaTary^ 

Beh<^ the Lamb ! 
See ! from his precious, wounded. Weeding side. 
Life s purple wares flow down in heafings^^anw^ 
Lucinia, nse, in Jesus' name arise ! 
Qh! haste thee to that fount of lo¥e again. 
Again thou may'sf wash all thy sins, away, 
Agam thou may'st in gkmous hope rejoice^ 



TO HfY 0EAR TRWyV^ 

Comb, sacred muse, descend with balmy wingsj. 

Touch with celestial fire, and tune anew 

My ^ken harp, long on the willows hung ; 

^^^J^^^^'^Pf sweetest nymph, demandathe son^. 

Shall I refuse ? Oh, no, her charming name 

Awakens into life each fbeling fine, 

And moves the tenderest fibresof the hearts 

A J r?^^^ ^' ^*»i^® reason sits enthroned. 

And life's purecnmson current ebbs and flows, 

inou^h mountains-huge, rear their majestic head% 

And nvers-broad, roll on their silver waves. 

And severme from the tender friend I love, 

Yet never, never from this throbbmg heart. 

Shall distance, time, or absence e'er erase ' 

Her dear, lov'd image, deep engraven there. 

Oh ,^ow^^?nd memory loves to wander back 

To those delightful, dark, romantic shades 

Of lofty hemlock. Yes, she oft reviews 

With pensive eye, and sweet sensati<Mis too, . 

Ihe hallow d spot, where once two genial souls 

Knelt, side by side, and breathed their, mutual prayers. 
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Dear S. how memory liogei s round the scene, 
And numbers o'er those blissful moments fled. 
Bedewing the dear, consecrated spot 

With tears of sacred grief 

Sol had descended 'nealh the western hills, 
Nature was clad in robes of palest green, 
The sweet musicians of the forest wild 
Hung up their harps, and with bright folded wings 
Sat perch'd amid the dark, rich foliage of 
Their native bowers. 

All, all was caUn, serene, and beautiful, 

The zephyr's gentle breath scarce stirr'd a leaf ; 

Earth's verdant carpet just began to shine 

With fluid crystals. Here and there was seen 

A twinkling ruby, darting forth its rays 

To beautify the ebon brow of night. 

Fair Cynthia, seated on her crescent throne. 

Had just unveil'd her placid countenance, 

And the soil beams of her resplendent eye, 

Began to pierce the scattering crevices 

Of tangled vines and wreathy shaded bowers. 

Dear S. you recollect the balmy hour 

When two congenial spirits, arm in arm, 

Walk'd forth ; their hearts were glowing with the pure 

Heaven-lit flame of love, their minds, their feelings 

Were reciprocal, their souls were ibrm'd for 

Bliss, soft, tender, undefinable. 

Such as ne'er warm'd the stoic's marble breast : 

Blest feelings ! pure, delestial, and re^lh'd. 

Oh ! what were life, health, knowledge^ wealth and power 

Without ye'r charms— a solitary wild, 

A thorny desert, where no beauteous flower 

Exhales its sweets to cheer the pilgrim's path. 

An angry sky, o'erspread with threatening clouds 

Without one beam, to gild its awful gloom. 

LoaMl me witii siekness, poverty, disgrace, 

Break every tender cord, that b^nds my h^ari 

To the dear objects of maternal love ; 
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Tear from my soul its dearest earthly friend, 
Yet leave, oh, leave me that pure, priceless gem> 
That peerless treasure* dearer far than all. 
Pure, disiDterested love. 

With this I'd suil^ wrong, reproach, contempt, 
Bereavements, losses, crosses, every ill 
That flesh is heir to, and I'd still be blest. 
Ah ! dearest S. this wounded, bleeding heart, 
The arrows of affliction oil hath pierc'd 
Its bleeding wounds no balm hath power to heal^ 
Save Jesus' blood : think'st thou I still am blest ? 
Oh ! yes, though strange, grief is a bitter sweet 
To pensive souls, there is a pleasure soA, 
Commiogles with the spirit's anguish deep. 
Adieu, dear S. oil as^nSie lines you scan. 
Think on your friemi,' who loves with love unfeign'd^ 
Who prays for you ; oh ! bend at mercy's throne 
And pray for her. 



ON HEARING A SERMON. 

Preached by the Rer. G. C, from Bebrewi lllh and 13th. 

'Tw AS Sabbath, nature wore a cheerful smile, 

With pensive soul I sought the house of God : 

My heart was sorrowful. Sensations sad 

Burden'd my spirits, and my waodenog mind 

Found not her rest in God, but like the bee. 

That roves from flower to flower with restless wing^ 

She lighted on earth's withering dying sweets : 

Oh ! bow insipid to a heaven-bom soul. 

Are all the pleasures of this fading world, 

Too poor to fill, 

The vast desires of an immortal mind. 

I reach'd the sacred spot, Grod's holy house, 

Encircled round with lovely verdant rows 

Of lofly poplars, tapering toward the skies, 

Which seemM to point the wandering soul to heaven^ 
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The doors stood open wide^ao emblem of 
Salvation free— oh, boundless, gospel grace ! 
Thrice blessed, soul-reviving sound ! how sweet 
It falls upon the pensive sinner's ear. 

With solemn reverence I entered in. 

And took my seat among the heirs of grace ; 

I strove to raise my heart in silenl prayer,. 

To him whoseeth the secrets of all hearts. 

That he would shower his richest blessings down,. 

And feed his children with the bread of life^ 

And crown the labors of his messenger 

With a rich harvest of immortal souls. — 

That poor unworthy I, might also share 

The manna of his love, might catch the fire 

Of holy rapture, aa it freely roU'd 

Fresh from the burning altar of his heart. 

The honor'd herald of the cross arose — 

That heavenly peace which earth can never give 

Nor take away, shed a refulffenqe bnphi 

O'er every feature, and a halo formed : 

Of mild unearthly glory, round the frail 

Tenement that soon must crumble down. 

When the freed spirit (like some bird of song 

Loosed from its cage) will plume its. glitt'ring wingsi. 

And joyful spar away to join its mates,. 

Its kindred songsters, in heaven's bloomipg bowers^ 

He op'd the holy book, 
Chose for his text the great apostle's words. 
Sent to the Hebrews. Faith was now his theme* 
He rose majestically ftom step to step, 
Describing that puregospe> faith, which » 
** The gift of God, and works by love," 
And melts and purifies the sinner's hearty 
And fits him for those pure, exalted seats, 
Only prepared for those who faithful prove. 

My mind was wrapt, profound attention chained 
Her every power, a calm and heavenly peace» 
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A joy unspeakaUe, fiash'd o'er my aou). 
The glorious Sun of Righteousoeas beana^d forth, 
The clouds dispersed, the tempest died awa)% 
I heard a voice ! a sweet* fiuniliar voice 
Whisper in accents of redeeming love, 
Peace be still. * 

My faith reviv'd, my anchor hope, regain'd 

A firmer hold on heaven's substantial joys, 

My peace flow'd smoothly on, like a broad stream, 

Gently meandering down some fertile vale. 

He spoke of heaven with rapturous delight — 

He dwelt upon the glories of that world 

Unseen by mortal eye, a foretaste of 

Its joys, added new vigor to his spirit, 

The hope of glory flash'd a brighter ray 

Of heavenly radiance o'er his countenance^— 

I saw by faith the beauties of that land, 

The saints, adorn'd in snow-white ftowing robes, 

Waving in gr&c^iMieki% 

Fann'd by the breezes of that healthful clime. 
Bearing on high their pahns of victory, 
In joyful triumph — ^wearing immortal crowns, 
Bespangled o'er with blood-bought glilt'ring stars, 
Which brighter, and still brighter blaze, long as 
Eternal years shall roll their endless round ; 
I saw the groves, the bowers, the verdant fields. 
And the sweet gliding streams, the tree iS* life 
Forever laden with its various fruits. 

My heart was full — and tears unbidden flow'd-* 
Oh, boundless love, and mercy infinite ! 
Did Jesus stoop so low ? image of deity. 
On whom the loftiest seraphs dare not gas^e 
Unveil'd ? did he lay by his regal robeti, 
Oivest himself of allhut love, to bleed, 
Aad groan, and die, for poor, degraded man ? 
To raise him from a worid of sin and death, 
To yonder heaven of glorious bliss supreme ? 
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Oh ! who can t9U the leogthi th^ broadth, the height, * 
And depth of love so fathomless, immense ! 
Angelic hosts ! well may ye stand amaz'd 
And wondering deep, desire to sound the depths 
Of that mysterious k>ye that agoniz'd 
In Gel hsemane, to crown polluted worm3 
With glory, honor, and eternal life. 
Such were my musings while the Saviour's love, 
Flowing in copious streams refreshed my soul ; 
I prais'd the Lord for that sweet Sabbath day, 
But how imperfect is the praise^ how cold 
The heart, where ceaseless gratitude should burn,— 
Fain would I praise, but this poor, stammering tongue 
Denies me words, and language fails to paint 
The deep emotions that awake my heart. 
There is a world, oh, soul^nrapturing truth ! 
Where the capacious and aspiring mind, 
That spark of Deity which nought can fill, 
Save Deity, shall still expand, and still 
With joy beaill. 

Oh! ther e, 

And ^ng - 

And hold 
How com 
And prop 
The nobh 

Who fear 3 win 

A ^elesi 

The sinner's Friend who died on Calvary. 
There friendship ne'er proves false, the golden chain 
Of love eternal, binds each happy soul 
(n sweet and sacred union. Oh, what bliss ! 
Oh ! what a heaven is this. 
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SSSKINO AFTER TRT7TH. 

'TwAS not the splendor of an earthly court. 
Nor rich Peru with all her gUtt'ring mines : 
Oh! no, 'twas of importanoe higher far. 
Of deeper interest to a deathlera spirit 
Than earth's lUse, fiiding pleasures, wealth, or fiune, 
That lurM these sons of joalwce from their home 
And home's endearing charms, 
To cast the last sad, lingering, parting look. 
On all their hearto held dear this side the grave, 
' And press their way through forests dark and dense, 
And penetrate the thickly tangled wilds, 
And cross lull many a prairie wild and drear. 

Truth, heavenly truth hadaim'd an arrow keent 
Quick as the lightning's flash it pierc'd the soul, 
(That lay enshroud^ in the shades of death) 
And shed a ray of pure, celestial light 
Around the dark, benighted mind, where long 
Had lower'dthe gloom of savage ignorance. 
Ah ! what is it we hear, what pleasmg sound 
Unknown, pours such soft music on our ear — 
Jesus ! oh, surely never did we hear 
A name so sweet, it charms our hearts, it fires 
Our souls with a mysterious flame, we feel 
Within our breasts a curiosity 
Enkindled, that we never knew before. 

To know the truth shall be our full intent : 
If all these words the white man speaks be true, 
Then we alas ! have tlie Great Spirit griev'd^ 
And vainlydream'd of heaven. 

Those blooming fleWs, far, where the golden sun 
Sinks to his rest, is a delusion wild ; 
'Tis of importance vast, come, let us know 
The whole of this great matter, if we're wrong. 
Let's cast away our mode of worshipping 
For one that's right, and pleasing in the eyes 
Of the Great Spirit. 
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The white man's heaven contains superior jojrs, 
To idds of buffalo and ponds of fish» 
To know the truth we're b^t, nor thne, nor toil, 
Nor distance great, shall damp our zed, nor quench 
The thirst for knowledge glowing in our breasts. 
Our firm, unyielding souls shall scorn to bow 
To difficulties — ^with unwavering hearts t 

We'll scale their summits for the sake of truth i 
€!ome, let us haste 

To our great lather* who resides afar. 
Beyond Uiose towering mountains, fafm we know 
We love him much, no guile dwells in his heart, ^ 

Hell tell us true, no falsehood stains his lips. 
And now behold ! these noble hearted chiefii, 
Bidding adieu to wives and children dear, 
And the fond pleasures and delights of homCf--^ 
Oh ! sad to tell, two of those chieflans brave, 
Never again enjoyed the sweets of home^ 
Nor mingled in the social circles ^ay, 
of their beloved tricnds and kindred dear. 
How blind is man to coming weal or woe — 
Truly, in wisdom and in love supreme. 
The unerring hand of Providence hath spread 
A veil o^er all the future scenes of life. 
Or fragile nature soon would sink and die, 
Crush'd by the awful weight of such a view. 
The voice of truth, still sounding in their ears, 
Calls them away,— farewell, ye woodlands wild ! 
Ye vocal forests ! and ye laughing glades ! 
And all ye tender joys of home, farewell I 
Oh, sacred truth ! how powerful are thy rays, 
. Beaming with heaven's own splendor, peerless bright. 
Great attribute of the eternal mind ! 
How blest thine influence, bearing up the seul 
With ealm composure o'er life's stormy sea^ 
Sustaining the sad haart, when adverse waves 
i^re dashing round, and threatening to o'erwhelm — 
Teaching thy children with a holy hope, 

*0«ii. Clanke. 

10 



y Google 



110 COTTAOB Kmxe^ 

And peaceful reMgnation, to endure 
Life'f bitter ills, and round the bed of ^tli^ 
Tbou shed'st a ray of glory, to illume 
The spirit's passage to Uxe land^of rest. 

Bat, lo ! across yon rugged prairie wild, 
Methinks I see four manly noble forms, 
RAM in their blankets, with firm, eagemtep. 
See ! how they travel on, no beasts of prey, 
Nor rocky mountains huge, like barriers rais'd. 
Can atop their progress. No ! their spirits rise 
Above their lofliest tops, though fierce winds blow, 
^knd thundering tempests roar, their courage firm 
As the deep-rooted oak, unflinching stands. 
Oh ! ye dark souls, amid the gospel's blaze, 
Behold these savages ! and learn to blush. 
Their bright example go and imitate. 
Lest, when in glorious clouds, the Son of God 
Descends in awful pomp, to judge the world, 
These heathen of the western wilds arise, 
And sit in condemnation, (dreadful thought !) 
On every slighter of his gospel truth. 

Poor seeking wanderers ! oh, would to heaven 

Ye found the precious pearl, eternal truth I 

For which ye sacrificed lifer's dearest joys. 

Friends, ease, and pleasure, yeai and Mfe itself. 

In softest slumbers may ye're ashes rest. 

Till Gabriel's trump shall wake the judgment morn. 

And burst the long lock'd chambers of the tomb. 

Then rise all glorious and refin'd, t9 drink 

The streams of bliss, fresh from the fount of truth. 

Soon shall the year of jubilee roll round, * 
When the dark western wilds shall sing for joy. 
And sacred truth's sweet fertihzing streams 
Shall sofl;Iy murmur in the wilderness. 
Then shall the lovely buds of grace appear, 
The beauteous rose of Sharon spread its leaves, 
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And the sweet lilly of th^ valley l^oom, 

Ip all the eharmg of gospel purity, « 

And fruit3 of love shall harden every bough. 
♦ 

Go forth, ye heralds 1 Jesu#bids ye go, ' ' 

Rear high the cross all sprinkled o'er-with blood. 

The Indian's heart iball melt, his tears sbftll flow, " 

As he beholds the preorous liquid pqce, * 

(Paid for his soul) gush from the Saviour's side^ 

Oh ! haste to tell them Jesus groan'd and bled, 

And died to save them — ^whisper in their ear 

The sweet, but mournful tale of Calvary. 

Happy employment this : with cheerful soul 

I'd bid adieu to all my grovelling cares. 

To woo for Jesus, (he poor savage heart. 



SINNSr! buy that FALLINa TEAR. 

* Shiner ! dry that faljing tear, 
* Sanish sorrow, banish fear. 
Haste, oh, haste to Calvary ! 
Jesus bleeds and dies for thee. 

See his sacred, pisrced side, 
Pouring forth a purple fide ! 
See ! fo/ thee it freely flows, 
A healing balm for all thy woes. 

Cost thou doubt the Saviour's love ? 
Go ! thou dialt his kindness prove : 
See ! lie spreads his arms of grace, 
Qills thee — fly to hit embrace. 
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FaiBif DSHip's a bloaaom of celestial JHrth, 
It bloomM first in lieaven'* fak Elysian 'groves^~ 
From thence its «eed was drop'd in Eden's bowers^ 
Thou^di sin {in part) liaa sear'd its tender liud% 
And ^aog'd our globe to a drear wilderness 
Of briarsy and thorns, and every noxiouft weed» 
And p^pon'd all htiTr soft, meandering streams. 
And rob'd in gloom our intellectual skies, 
And writMti death on all things animate-^ 
Though generations too have passed away» 
Down the resistless^ rapid stream of time, 
Amid the geneml ruin, lo! I see 
The lovely flower of friendship/pfead its charmsji 
Breathing around its rich, ambrosial sweets i 
Though some affirm its beauties all decay/d. 
Nay, more, that e*en its very roots are dead, 
Since mother Eve rash, and ingloriously 
Broke the mild laws of heaven's high majesty^ 
Tkis I deny — have I not gazed upon 
Its brilliant tints wiAi admiration deep? 
Inhaled its fragrance too, and press'd its leaves^ 
Sparkling with love's sweet dew-drops to my lipa^ 
Friendship forsake our ruined, helpless world 1 
Never ! so long as heaven's king is love, 
Unchanging kindness sparkles in'her eye^ 
And swells her heart witii softest sympathy. 
Wbat ! friendship die T Oh, no^ it cannot be f 
Immortal life is stamp'd upon her brow — 
'Tis true, loo man^ of our fallen world, 
> Gold and repulsive are, as adamant. 
Whose hearts o€ apathy, feel not the flame 
« Of friendship's holy fire enkindled' there— 
Whose eyes ne'er sparkle with the tears of lov^ r - 
Y0t friendship lives, and all her favor'd ones .^ 
Drink bliss exquisite, from her Auntain pure. 
Oh ! *tis her sqfl, mystenous power, cements 
The happy spirita round heavenls dazzling throne^ 
In inviolable union. 
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Compassion ! 'ds ar noble gem — 

No language can its worth defiai^ ' 
Around true friendship's diadem. 

Its pure resplendent beauties aliine. 

No jewel in a monarch's crown, ' 

Can boast of glories half so bright,— 

No star that decks yon azure ^ome, 

. Can sparkle with such heavenly light. 
* * 

That heart where this rich ruby sheds ' 

Its soul-reviving, hallowing rays, 
I'd dearer prize than crown^ heads. 

And all earth's gorgeous glittering blaze. 

Upon a noble, generous brow," 
' 'LoujB^ have I mark'd with joy sincere, 
(With peerless charms) like heaven's bright bow, 
Coii4>assion's halo circling there. 

Vvb seen it check the orphan's tear» 

And soothe the widow's wounded heart,^ — 

When lofty pride disdoip'd to hear. 
The thrilling tale her woes impart. 

I've watch'd it round the sufferer's bed, 

Of languishing and torturing pain, 
And saw it cheer the fainting head. 

The feeble, sinking mind sustain. 

I've seen it by the couch of death. 

Like sunbeams shining through the rain — 

When the fluttering pulse, and the shortening breath, 
^roclahn'd all human skill was vain. 

Oh ! then how brilliantly it shone. 

Through ihe blest tears of sympathy : 
More beautiful when hope had flown, 
* And deatii was severing love's 8w«et tiew 

10* • • 
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I •air it io a lowly oot. 

Where peace, though fi>rtuDe nevef tmiPd, 
Decei^ nor frattd, thera ventur'd iSot, 

Buthea««i)}7 ^^^ earth'g ci^es beguil'd. 

There a fond nx>thei^ dear helov'd, 

Lay laDguishing without relief, 
Compassion beain'd ! her pains removed. 

And hope diBpers'd the clouds of grmL 

Neie^, while faithful memory sways . 

Her sceptre o'er this pensive mind. 
Shall aught from Ih^bce Uie bliss erase, 

Compassion's charma hav^ 1^ behind. -* 



WEIGHTY RfiFtECTIO^. 

The hour so eventful is rolling around, • 

When we must at hymen's pure altar be fbund, 
Hiffb heaven, and earth, shall witnesses stand, » 

When we covenant till death^to unite heart and hand. 

My mind sometimes dwells upon that solejmn hoi^r, ' 
And at tin(^, deep forebodings around it will lower ; 
But sometimes the prospect isbrighten'd by joy, • 
And bliss that unkmdneas shall never destroy. 

Oh ! tell me my lov'd one, shall this be my lot, 
Shall no keen ructions my pure love e'er blot ? 
Shall this light, buoyant heart live unwounded by ffrief, 
Or if writhing with anguish, in thee find r^Jief ? 

,Of wilt thou tQ Emma, so unfeeling prove. 
As to lajigh at her tears, and forget all her love ? 
Ah ! wilt thou, when sorrow is breaking this hearty 
Make tight of the trouble that causes the srofirt ? « 
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Oh, heaven ! if this my portion must be, ^ • 
If it be consistent, reverse thy decree, 
Or bestow me such gra«e as sball bear up my soul, 
When affliction's dark biUows doth over me roil. 

■* . * ' 

When I gaze on those soft, Qiild, intelligent ey^, 
I cannot believe e'er a wish could arise 
In thy generous heart to cause Emma one teaj^ 
Or to chill with cold glances a heart so sincere^ 

• • .. * 
' Oh ! no, dearest William ! I cannot believe 

• Tkat love pure as thine, my spirit could'st grieve ; 
1 cannot believe thou would'st ever despise, 
My^-griefs, or look coldly when this bosom sigti«. 

But many there are, who once lov'd pure as we, 
^ « Who would through base lolly sometimes disagree, — 
Till love plumfd his pinions, ^nd sped him away, 
And happiness followed in less than a day. 

Alas ! I'm. a ware that it makes a sad life, 

WTjere the husband must always snbmit to the wife ; 

But I can't discover what harm can arise, 

* When the wifels in the righl, if the husbsrtid ccmplits. 

But love is BO tyrant, the sceptre she sways, , 

Is easy and gentle, and woos our embrace ; 

Her yoke is a pleasure, her burden true bliss, *. 

'Tis heaven when she smiles, if she frqjvns not amiss* 

« Oh ! may we till death live joyful together. 

And each condescend to be rul'd by the other, « 

Keep adding fresh fuel to love's sacred flame, 

By kind, tender words^ looks an^ odious the saille. 

And let us remember that once ive must part, 
And one most be left with a torn, bleeding heart : 
Oh ! then in sweet union, well se«k that bright a^ore^ 
Where we shall he parted asunder no more* 
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What ! quench Ike ardor of that deathless flame, 
lEJpkindled by the breath of Bteity, 
Which nobly spurns the little toys of eai:|Ji* * * 

And mfUnts above to blaze among the stars, 
Crush the free sph-it ? No ! ft cannot be. 
Loall t\m frail body with a cruel weighty 
Until ^hausted and oppress'd it sinks, 
BlaM the bright roses on the cheek of health, ^ 

By base uokindness, plunge griePs arrow deep 
• Within-the bleeding heart; with rugged chains,. 
In a foul dungeon, bind the aching limbi,' 
^ By harshest worii, each day unseal afresh 
The fountains •f the soul, 'tis all in vain,^ 
The elastic powers of an immortal mind,. 
Rises victorious o'er mortality — 
Quell the free spirit, ah ! (he hope is vain : 
She views with noble scorn the tyrant's chain 
And bids defiance to the powiers of earth. 
With heaven- wisrd glance, she claps her wings of fire, 
And proudly soars away to chant her lays, 
AQd range o'er broad» unmeasured fields of 1ight> 
And realms of thought. 



TO MY INFANT SON., 



Sleep, gentle, smiling baby, 
Thou hast no ills to dread r 

So ! angels unseen, hover ' 
Around thy cradle-bod.^ 

Close up thy little sparlclers, 
So like the crystal clear, 

^0 cruel hand shall harm thee, 
Thy gpreat Protector's near.. 
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Oh ! could my fbodest ipris^es ' 

fie realized in thee» 
Thine would not be earth's grandeur, 

Nor warrior's gallantry. ^ 

No cflpwn of kingly power, ' , ^ 
Where costly diamonds glow, 

Should shid its transient lustre 
Around that beauteous brow. 

*. ' * 

Ah ! should the smiles of fortune 

Delude thy heart away, 
Or pleasure's flowery arbor 

E'er tempt thy feet astray : ^ 

Rather than thou should'st wander 

From virtue's sacted path, * 
I'd now behold thee slumber 
- In the icy arms of death. 

Thy little budding graces 
Are twining round my heart. 

And every opening beauty. 
Still new delights impart. 

Should heaven permit my flower 
To quite unfold its charms,. 

Oh ! may his mighty power 
Shield it from sorrow's storms. 

Oh ! may it thrive and Uossom, ; 

And every grace expand : 
May soft winds waft its odors. 

To many a distant land. 

Should the rude blasts of anguish. 
Come swooping o'er the plain. 

And cause my flower to languish, 
'Twould fill way heart with pama« 
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Oh !^then may gem«l showers, 
^ x^^nd soft, distilling dew, ? 

And 4) right, eternal sunbeanns, 
* Restore a deeper hue.'- 

««• ^Vherf the pensif e w^icis oT autumn. 

Shall sigh o'fer hill and dale> 
And health's sweet, blushing roses" 
Shall wither and turn pale : 

Ere the frosty breath of winter 
.. * My pretty blossom sear, 

t3h ! may it be transplanted 
In heaven's perennial sphere. 

There deck'd in fadeless verdure, 
I hope to «ee it stand, 

(Secure frommtigry tempests)' 
New beauties to expand. 



REFLECTIONS, 

THE CiUPXIVB RELEASED. ^ . 

Welcome, welcome, sweet Aurora, 
Guide me to some lonely grove, 

There I'll pour my heart's deep sorrow. 
There impjore the Saviour's love. 

Happy little feaAer'd harpers, 

Pouring forth «oft melody : 
Can ye tell a pensive mourner, 

What will set her spirit free ? 

Sweet, melodious, sinless creatures, 
No sad terrors need ye fear : 

Oh ! that I were your companion, * 
And as free from grief and care. 
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Ah ! ye cimnot aoothe ntf sorrows, "' 

While ye warWe I most weep ; 
Cea«e, oh, cease ! those melting numbers. 
^ . FfJls my heart with anguish deep. 

Lovely jflowers, how bright Je're blooming, 
Ah ! your sweetest charms are v«n. 

To extract from this sad heart griefs arrow, 
To wash away sins crimson stain. 

Nature's works are all harmonious. 
When I turn mine eyes within, — 
All's confusion, dark disorder, * 

What a Contrast, €ruel sin ! 

Stop, thou calmly gliding river. 

Listen to my tale of grief: 
Then within thjr deep, blue bosom, 

Let me plunge anil find relief. 

^Hark ! I shudder, whence that whisper^^ 
Stop wi^h youth, wh^re is thy soul ? 

Can it dwell io*endless torments, 
Down where fiery billows roll ? 

Fly, oh, fly ! impending danger. 

None but Christ can ease thy smart,—' 

Nothing, save the balm of Gilead, 
Heals the broken, bleeding heart 

Lo ! from Calvary's blood-Wained monniisiin, 
Hark ! that love-fraught sound foi^ive. 

Mourner, haste to this blest fountain, 
Drmk its precious streams and live. 

Oh ! thou kmd, benignant Saviour, 

Lo ! I fly to thine embrace : 
Deign a poor, lost soul, thy £svor, 

Let me feel thy boiHidleas grace. 
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' JofUf aafa mo, I am ttrikpsv 

O'erwholm'd with ^Qt sttd woai 
Jesus lave me^ oh ! what rapture, 
BeOi within my boaom gh)w» . 



WRITTEir FOR A CHILD. 

Jesus ! permit a feeble child, 

To fall "before thy feet; 
dihj «aBt a •weet, propitious sipile 

From thy exalted seat. .♦ 

Oh ! teach an infant's stamitoering tongue, 

To sing thy glorious j^race, 
That I, with heaven's bright eheiub throng, 

May learn to chant t^y praise. 

Though seated on a sapphire' throse^ 

Above the starry sky : 
Thou didst a little child become^ 

Didst sufibr, groan and die. 

I know my heart is all unclean. 

By nature far from God ; 
But thou can'st make it pure from sin, 

By thy redeeming blood. 

Early instruct my tender mind j 

From sinful sweets to fly : 
Direct my-feet the path to find, 

That leads to joys on high. 

Oh ! grant me Lord, that '< b^er part," 

An interest in thy blood : 
And never let me fix my heart 

On ought beneath my God. 
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Forbid that I for earth's poor dross 

Should ever breathe otie sigh : 
Twine my affections round the cross, 

And train them for the skj. 

Then wh^i my days are number'd aS, 

And I shall hence remove : 
In Jesus' arms ril sweetly faU, 

And rise to joys above ! 



TO B» F* S* . 

With pleasure pure, and joy combin'd, 

I nowjpay pen resume : 
Fain would I point thy youthful mind, 

Where sweets immortal bloom. 

As yet, my friend, you've only trod 

The pttth of moral youth ; 
But, c^ ! there is a brighter road, 

lUum'd by heavenly truth. 

^is on this path Religion sheds 

Her pure and holy light : 
And crowns her faithful followers' heads, 

With wreathes celestial bright. 

Here trees of knowledge branching wide. 
Their foliage bright display : 

And wisdom's waters sweetly glide. 
Thy mental thirst t'allay. 

Here virtue spreads her downy wings, 

O'er this delightful path, 
* To guard thy heart from pleasure's stings. 
That haunt the bed of death. 
11 
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*Tis here the triune God reveals 
The splendor of his grace 2 

Lo ! in Uie Saviour he unveils 
The brightness of his face. 

Here hovering angels, night and day, 
Their watchful vigils keep, 

To turn the shafts of death away, 
Both when you wake and sleep. 

And when thy pilgrimage is done, 
They'll waft thee up on high. 

And thou shalt wear a sparkling crown. 
Above yon starry sky. 

May sacred Virtue's powerful charms 
Entice thy youthful heart : 

Oh ! rise and hasten to her arms. 
And choose the" better part." 

" Oh, blest Religion," thou would'st say. 

Attractions so divine, 
Have fairly won my heart away. 

To be forever thine. 



TO A NEW-BORN INFANT. 

Welcome, pretty stranger flower, 
Welcome to this earthly bower, 
May'st thou here most sweetly bloom, 
And exhale a rich perfume. 
May thy beauteous leaves unfold, 
Ppwder'd with immortal gold ! 

Welcome, lovely blossom blest, 
To thy mother's gentle breast. 
Guileless one, unsoil'd by art, 
Welcome to a father's heart : 
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Precious gifl of Providence, 
Robed in perfect innocence. 

Welcome with fresh budding charma 

To thy little sister's arms ; 

May the Sun of Righteousnesf 

Shed his mellowing beams of grace 2 

Foster to maturity, 

Every seed of grace in thee. 

Thee, aweet flower, with joy we greet, 
Printing kisses soft and sweet. 
On thy lips where cherub smile% 
Playing sweet, each care beguiles ; 
While thine eyes so mildly bright. 
Seem to mock the diamond's ligl^t. 

Ah ! what mother could behold 
With a heart untouch'd and cold, — 
Gaze with careless apathy, 
On sweet, helpless infancy ? 
Yet there are, degrading thought ! 
Mothers I will call them not. 
Beings lost to every sense 
Of virtue, love, and innocence. 

Lovely as the new blown rdse. 
In thy mother's arms repose ; 
Spotless as the lily fair, 
Lent to bless her tender care. 
Lent to swell a father's joy, 
And his leisure hours employ. 

. May'st thou live to love and bless 
Those who fondly thee caress ! 
Oh ! may they, through mercy given, 
Rear their lovely plant for heaven ; 
May its branches far extend. 
And with fruits of virtue bend. 
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But, sweet flower, should sorrow's storms 
Mar thy beauties, fade thy charms — 
Qh ! may generous showers of loVe, 
SoA distill!^ from above. 
Add the sun with brighter hue, 
Tinge thy graces all anew. 

When tho searing frost of death. 
Crowns thee with a silvery wreath : 
A.nd when from dimm'd and mortal eyes, 
Thy bright foliage droops and dies. 
Then transplanted far above, 
To a rich perennial grove. 
Where no storms of sorrow lower, 
May'st thou bloom a fadeless flower. 



ANOTHBR. 

Welcome, lovely little blossom. 

Glad we hail thy budding charms, — 

Welcome to thy mother's bosom, 
Welcome to a father's arms. 

May'st thou sweetly bloom and flourish. 
Though in earth's ungenial soil : 

May thy loving owner cherish 
Graces thine, with ceaseless toil. 

May the streams of life's pur© river. 

Glide in soft, perpetual rills, 
Round thy roots, and dews of heaven 

On thy beauteous head distil. 

But, sw«et flower, I dare not wish thee, 
Freedom from grief's blighting storms— 

Neither from affliction's tempests, 
Though they comeiji various forms. 
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But this one thing I will wish thee, 
Should the storms of sorrow lower, 

May thy heavenly owner prop thee, 
By his own Almighty power. 



THE ORPHAlf. 



I SAW a pretty cherub form. 
Walk slowly down the lane, — 

Her hands were folded on her breast, 
Her dress was clean and plain. 

Like mellow autumn's clustering grapes. 

Her auburn tresses fell 
Upon a neck so fair and white. 

No marble could excel. 

And in her dark, blue radiant eyes. 
The tears were trembling bright — 

As the refulgent genjs, which deck 
The ebon brow of night. 

Her cheeks were pale, her features form'd 

With nicest symmetry : 
I felt an anxious wish to know, 

Who this sweet child might be. 

Ah ! why that pensive, down-cast, look. 

My pretty little Miss ? 
Has grief the laws of nature brc^e. 

To cloud an infant's bliss ? 

Tell me, sweet girl, why dost thou sigh ? 

Thou'rt surely young m years : 
Why are those pretty sparkling eyes 

Beaming through sorrow's tears ? 
11* 
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The birds are singbg merrily, 

The fields are gaUy clad,— 
Oh ! why should thy young heart, my love, 

Be sorrowful and sad* 

I had a mother once ! (she sigh'd) 

Who lov'd me tenderly, — 
She'd kiss me when my face was clean. 

And i^afied me on her knee. 

At night she taught me how to kneel, 
And lisp " Our Father's" name : 

And when my pretty hymn I sung. 
She kiss'd me for the same. 

And then whene'er I'd get a hurt. 

By being rude in play, — 
She'd run and clasp me in her arms. 

And wipe my tears away. 

And she would take me on her la|>. 

And hug me to her breast,-^ 
And tell me how the Saviour died. 

That sinneia may be blest. 

When I was dick, with tearful eyet 
She watch'd beside my bed, — 

And gently smoothed my bummg brow^ 
And preas'd n\y aching head. 

And then when I was well again. 
She look'd so glad, and smiled,— 

And took me in her arms, and said 
I was her darling child. 

And when the stars were shining bright. 

We'd by our window stand. 
And gaase upon those worlds, (ma said) 

Which rose at Grod's command. 
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Oh ! dear mamma, I lor'4 her so» 

But she can't speak no more»— 
They dress'd her in a cold white frock» 

And tied her hands before. 

A little while before she died, 

Shalook'd so sweet at me : 
And said, dear Rosa, love the Lord, 

And you will happy be. 

Ift hers, she kindly pressed my hand. 

As by her bed I stood. 
And said, adieu, sweet Rosabel, 

Vm going home to God ! 

She told me too, if I were good, 

We'd not be parted long, 
But I should come to dwell with her, 

And sing a pretty song. 

I thought my heart would break, when she 

Was in the coffin laid : 
Oh ! then I thought of the kind words. 

My dear mamma had said. 

And then they carried her away. 

And put her in the ground. 
Just yonder, in that church-yard green. 

The grave can soon be found. 

They tell me dear mamma is gone 

To dwell with Christ above : 
But Rosabel is lefl alone. 

No mamma now to love. 

Oh ! if the angels now would come,. 

(I'm sure I'd happy be) 
And take me to that happy home 

Whore I my ma could vee^ 
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Sweet Rosabel, dry up your tears ! 

In yon bright world ere long, 
You shall behold your dear mamma, 

And sing your pretty song. 



ON THE BEATH OF MARY D. 

Fabewell ! farewell my Mary, 

Thou'rt gone to slumber with the dead, 
The damps of death are gathered 
Around thy pretty flaxen head. 

Fare thee well, my Mary, 
In the bleak climate of the tomb : 

Thine eyes forget to sparkle. 
Thy cheeks have lost their rosy bloom. 

Fare thee well, sweet Mary, 

Thy little prattling tongue is still, — 
No more thy voice with pleasure, 

Shall cause thy mother's heart to thrill. 

Thy form, once fair and lovely. 

On earth no more shall bless my sight, 

But Where's thy little spirit? 
What mortal eye shall trace its flight. 

Upborne on flaming pinions, 
Fai*, far beyond yon azure space, 

Swift passing worlds celestial, 

It gains its heavenly resting place. 

When I beheld thee sinking, 
In death's relentless icy arms. 

No tongue can tell my anguish. 
This world to me bad lost its charms. 
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Oh ! maternal affection^ 

How stroDg thy cords, how close they twioe ! 
And when these cords are sever'd. 

Who caa a mother's woes define. 

But now thou'rt gone, my Mary, 

I would not call thee from the skies. 
Back to this world of trial, 

Where sorrows mingle with our joys. 

Perhaps the great Onmiacient 

Foresaw if here, thy future path, 
Strown thick with snares and sorrows, 

And kindly pluck'd thy soul in death. 

And, oh ! perhaps thy mother. 

Needed this bitter chastening rod, 
To raise her fond affections 

From earth, and twine them round her God. 

Then fare thee well, sweet Mary, 

Since thou art with yon infant throng, « 

Where Jesus' dying merits. 

Swells every little harper's song. 

I soon shall see thee, Mary, 

In rapture deep with thee I'll fall. 
Low at the feet of Jesus, 

Soon as I burst my prison wall. 
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CAMP MEETING. 

Whence proceed those sounds so charming, 

Floating on the balmy air : 
Hark ! how melodious — is it fancy, 

Or an angel's harp I hear ? 

They are the lovely songs of Zion, 

Rising from the tented grove, 
Heaven and earth are there uniting, 

To adore redeeming love. 

How these melting sounds awaken. 
The dormant passions of my heart, — 

They fill my soul with sweet sensations. 
Bliss which earth can ne'er impart. 

Alas ! I hear the voice of sorrow, 
Can it be that grief is there ? 
Hark ! what mean those groans of anguish, 
And those moans of deep despair. 

Oh ! it is the trembling mourner. 
Wounded by the Spirit's sword, — 

Pleading, struggling there for mercy, 
Till he hears the Saviour's word. 

While I listen, shouts of glory 
Echo through the lofty trees, 
'Tis the sound of happy converts, 
Lisping forth the Saviour's praise. 

He whose heart with sin was burden'd. 
Whose tears of deep repentance flow'd. 

Through Jesus' merits freely pardon'd, 
Now rejoices in his God. 
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Hail, thou coasecrated bower ! 

Where our God delights to dwell, 
Where the saints in sweetest rapture. 

Of the Saviour's goodness tell. 

Fain I'd spend my live-long hours, 
Here — where streams of mercy rolls, 

Still be crown'd with pardon'd sinners, 
Birth-place of immortal souls. 



THE TEARS. 



How sacred is that falling tear, 
Bright with compassion's glow, 

That drops, the widow's heart to cheer, 
And soothe the orphan's woe. 

Precious the tears that trickle down. 

O'er sad misfortune's bier, 
That's shed o'er hope's forever flown, 
Of one we lov'd sincere. 



More blest the tears that quickly start, 

For a fond father's grief, 
And to a mother's aching heart. 

Affords a sweet relief. 



Thrice blessed those that dim mine eyes, 

For follies past and gone ; 
They point my soul above the skies, 

To smiling mercy's throne. 
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Welcome ye penitential tears, 
That teil my sins forgiven. 

Ye balmy sighs that sweetly bear 
My aspiring soul to heaven. 



A CAMP MEETINO SCENE. 

It is a lovely morn. The king of day, 

Seated majestic in his golden car, 

Is marching up yon rosy eastern sky. 

Lofit in his splendor, the bright gems of night 

Have disappeared, and the broad heavens are robed 

In cloudless azure ; and the towering trees 

Are decked in various, beauteous, verdant shades. 

The native songsters of this temple wild, 

As if to enhance the bright enchanting scene. 

Are warbling forth theur sofl, melodious notes, 

In concert with the happy saints of God. 

The hour has come — ^hark ! from the sacred desk 

The signal loud is given : salvation's streams. 

Fresh from the fount, are just about to flow, 

And all that choose, may freely drink and live. 

Oh ! 'tis a glorious hour — see ! how they flock, 

And take their seats beneath these leaf- wrought shades, 

Faint emblem of the grove of Paradise ! 

Doubtless celestial bands, 
With sofl, expanded wings are hovering round. 
With admiration deep, they wondering gaze 
Upon the enrapturing sight, but cannot taste 
The sweet mysterious bliss of dying love. 
With large expanding soul, and glowing heart, 
In the sweet dignity of Christian love 
Behold him rise, the herald of the skies. 
The standard-bearer of the glorious cross ! 
On which the sin- atoning victim bled, 
(n the great Master's strength he lifts it up 

Before a ^len world. 
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lly TaMh beheld the expiring Son of God ; 

Saw from hk hands and feet, and picffoed nde^ 

The purple streams of life gush Ireely forth* 

That brow of fair, eeletual form and polish, still 

Retained the wounds of cxue), rugged tkoms. 

Ah ! see those beauteous ringlets dyed in Uood^'^ 

Those eyes so mUd, and langui^Hngly soft, 

Which beam sweet sympathy on wretched roan. 

Now yield their radiance to the spoiler death. 

^Tis he ! 'tis he ! the immortal Priooe of Peaoe — 

Behold ! the heavens are clad in mourning- robes;, 

The king of day lays by his daezling crowo, 

And clothed in sackcloth tun» away to weep. 

Hark ! that tremendous <;rash, the solid rodU 

Now feel the awful shock, in sunder break. 

And start afirigbted from their ancient beds. 

The grass-grown grave, repose of sacred dust, 

Hears the deep groan that shakes the universe. 

All nature stands aghast — the Saviour dies 1 

I saw unfolded the great judgment day, 

Heard Gabriel's clarion sound through earth and sky, 

Ezploxing the dark regions of the dead. 

I saw this beauteous earth with all her charan 

Snveloped in a sheet of living flame. 

And heaven's bright kmiinaries lost attdd 

The smoke of burning ruins. Far above 

Expiring nature's funeral pile, behead 

A scene of grandeur awfully sublime. 

And peerless bright, now bursfts upoa the view. 

Mid heaven appears a great white dazzling throne. 

On which, in splendid, awful pomp arrayed. 

Sits earth's great Judge in majesty supreme. 

At whom the unveiled seraph dare noC ga:zei. 

is this the babe who in a manger slept t 

The man who had not where to lay his head ? 

Who in G^thscmane wrestled, sweat, and bled. 

Then bore his cross up Calvary's fatal hill, 

Here, stretched between the heavens and earth, expired. 

Triumphing o'er the combined powers of hell ? 

12 
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'Tis he ! but ** Oh ! how changed," sweet mercy's door 

Is shut against the hardened sinner's soul. 

No mediatorial crown now decks that brow, 

'fis laid aside. No bleeding wounds now plead 

The sinner's cause. His day of grace is o'er. 

He speaks, and lo ! the assembled world draws nigh. 

What boundless multitudes on right and left ! 

Some stand aghast, and trembling, durst not look 

Upon that beauteous brow they pierced with thorns. 

Some rolled in garments of imnoortal worth. 

Blooming with beauty of unfading charms, 

Triumph for joy, and wait the blessed sound 

That consummates their bliss. 

What do I hear ? what soft mellifluous sounds 

Are those that captivate my wondering soul. 

And dart rich music through the boundless heights 

Of heaven's expansive dome ? 

Hark ! 'tis the Saviour's sweet, melodious voice ! 

Oh ! •< Come ye blessed of my Father," come, 

Receive these glittering crowns, bought with my blood, 

Ye bore my cross on earth, despised the shame, 

Now come, with me, in this bright kingdom reign. 

But *' Go ye cursed, down to endless night. 

Where death eternal reigns ! ye spumed my grace 

And trampled on my blood, ye're justly doomed.'*" 



REMEMBERED GOODNESS. 

How shall my heart a grateful anthem raise ? 
My ravished soul would pour her sweetest lays, 
To Jesus' name— oh ! unexampled love, 
To save a world, he lefl his throne above. 

On the swift pinions of redeeming grace, 
He flew to earth, assumed the sinner's place : 
While wandering in the fatal ways of sin. 
Spuming that love which strove my heart to win.- 
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I saw my Saviour bleeding on the tree, 
Who said, "Poor sinner, lo ! I die for thee ;" • 
His words, his pensive look diaeolv'd my heart, 
I saw my sins had pierc'd, had caused his smart. 

I felt that I his bleeding side had torn, 
My former loves now left my soul to mourn — 
Like one deserted by false friends, alone 
I sat and wept, but Jesus heard my moan. 

A weight of guilt my aching heart oppress'd, 
Earth's brightest pleasures now could yield no rest ; 
Nought could I hear but Sinia's thunders roar, 
Fire, clouds, and tempests ready to devour. 

But Jesus saw — yes ! Jesus heard my cry. 
He look'd with pity beaming in his eye — 
Ho saw, he stoop'd, he claim'd me for his own, 
Love filled my breast, and all my griefs had flown* 

On wings of love, I now exulting rose, 

I triumph'd o'er the world and all my foes : 

Oh ! love divine— oh ! sweet, transporting sound, 

Pm saved by grace, free grace that knows no bound. 

With joyful Mary, now I take my seat. 

With tears of love I'll wash my Saviour's feet — 

My idols now a sacrifice shall be, 

To him who gave his precious life for me. 



RELIGION, THE SWEETEST COMFORT. 

Oh ! why my soul, so fond of earth's poor toys ? 
They never can adbrd thee lasting joys : 
But oft with keenest sorrows pierce thee through, 
Then why so loth to bid them all adieu ? 
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There's nodihig here thy vast desires can fill 
Thy sweetest joys all flow from Zion's hill ; 
Just look ahead, vee how those billows rise, 
Huge rocks anc^qaieksaads too before thee lies. 

Bat see Religion, sweet, seraphic form. 
Points to a world secnre from erery storm ; 
Oh, sweet Religion I wtet is earth to rae 
Without thy smiles I ^tj^like an angry sea. 

Celestial friend, consoler of ray grie^ 
In deepest woe thy smiles can yield relief: 
Thy precious balm cures every human ill, 
The mourning heart thou dost with rapture filL 

And when weVe launching in cold Jordan's flood,. 
And feel its icy waters chill the blood — 
Thou never, never wilt forsake us there^. 
Nor leave the soul to sink in dark despair. 

Though high the waters flow, thou'lt guide us o'er,. 
And land us safe on heaven's bright verdant shore. 
Where we shall strike our harps to lofb'est strains^ 
While music rings through all the heavenly j^ina. 



CONSOLATION. 



There is a voice can calm 
The tempesta of the soul, — 

There is a sacred balm 

Can make the sin-ack whole ; 

There is a star, whose peerless lighl 

With glory gilds the darlrest nighty 
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There is a sun, whose beams 

Can«ielt the fliDty hecuri. 
There is a fount whcwe streams. 

The sweetest joys knparl;; 
There is an ocean without bound, 
A sea where all oiur sins are drown'd. 

There is an ear that heart 

The heart's deep pensive sigh : 
An eye beholds the tears 

That's shed most secretly ; 
There is a hand holds out relief, 
When sinks the soul midst waves of grief. 



ON VIEWING THE SETTING SUN. 

How beauteous is yon brilliant setting sun, 
Just sinking 'neath the western horizon — 
He paints the skies with a rich golden hue. 
And seems to bid the weary world adieu. 
Pensive sensations fill the thoughtful breast, 
As the bright orb of day retires to rest ; 
But cheer'd by hope, we close our weary eyes, 
Till gladdened by his rays in eastern skies. 
So when the Christian's earthly race is o*er, 
When heaves in sight the wish'd^for blissful shore— ? 
On the Redeemer's breast his soul reclines,^ 
While heavenly glory all around him shines. 
His friends around his couch in silence stand, 
Absorb'd in grief, waiting high heaven's command, 
Ah ! see his tender wife, what anguish deep. 
Now rings her soul ! she would, but cannot weep. 
E'e& tears refuse to yield their small relief. 
She gazes on her love with speechless grief; ^ 

See ! how she watches every shortening breath. 
And gently from his brow wipes off the dews of death. 
12» 
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Ah ! now she sohs alood, could I be Ueisec^ 
With thee to die, and sweetly sink to rest : 
Ah ! must I stsy behind for months or years^ 
Live alone wanderer «i this ** vale of fears ?" 
Earth has no balsam now to heal my woe^ 
For thee I'll sigh, for Ihee my tears shall flow ; 
When my poor heart, oppressed by grief would bend^ 
In thee I found a tender bosom friend. 
By thee, unheard, vnpitied, must I sigh. 
Nor longer share thy sweet, kind sympathy ? 
But lo I he sees the " golden gates of light" 
Unfold, and with a smile seraphic bright 
Hails the bright cherub band, come to convey 
His sinless spirit to the climes of day ; 
He would, but cannot speak, he looks farewell, 
While "breaks life's silver cord," while from the shell 
Of dull mortality and brittle earth, 
The beauteous, heaven-deckM soul is bursting forth. 
'Tis nature's last essay : he bids farewell, 
** Weep not for me, I'm going home to dwell. 
Ye dearest objects of my earthly love, 
Prepare! oh,^ meet me in that world above." 
When from his quivering lips these words had flow'(^ 
His happy sprit flew to meet its God, 
To dwell with him until that gbrious morn, 
When to its sacred dust it shall return ; 
When this poor mortal body shall put on 
Immortal robes, this head a fadeless crown. 
* Oh I this sweet hope bears up the Christian's soul^ 
Though griefs dark, swelling billows round it roll a 
Till borne on seraph wings, it mounts above 
This wilderness of sin, to groves of lovci 
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ON A BEAUTIFin. MORNING, 

la the month of March, 1834, after a light ehower of snow. 

How beauteous, in yon roseate sky, 

Th« sun rides up on wheels of gold, 
While hills, fields, trees, all robed in snow, 

A niofiit enchanting scene unfold. 

'Tis March, but could there ever be 
A sweeter morn ? each bush and tr^ 
Is bending 'neath the brilliant load. 
Which lately floated in the cloud. 

Sol marches up — his melting beams 

Are gleaming over hill and dale- 
Unlocking the sweet fountain streams. 

Which murmur gently through the vale. 

Ye*re going ! chaTms of purest white, " 
Which dazzle on yon beachen bough : 

So death dissolves the frail delights. 

Which bloom on beauty's cheek and brow. 

Just now, methought, like tufls of down. 

Ye sat in beauty on each spray — 
But whilst I gaze, ye're almost gone, 

Ah ! charms so bright must soon decay. 

Then fare ye well, bright, fragile joys ! 

For you no longer may remain : 
But soon the leaiwe and k)vely flowers. 

Shall come to gladden earth again. 

The little birds we soon shall hear. 

Sweet in their native forest sing — 
Nature all beauteous shall appear, 

Rob'd in the panoply of ^ring. 
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Oh, Thou ! who sittest in the heav'n% 
And roll'st the varied seasons round. 

Teach us for boundless Uessings. given. 
To adore and love with awe profound. 



THE CHARMS OF FRIENDSHIP. 

Hail, Friendship ! sacred balm to human grief, 
Of all my joys, Til place thee next my chief : 
Life would, indeed a barren desert prove. 
Was every bosom void of thy pure love. 
When sorrows press the wounded spirit down. 
When hope lies crush'd 'neath disappoiatment's frowii — 
When griefs sharp arrows pierce the bleeding heart, 
Thy kind, soft hand extracts the poisonous dart. 
, And when the heart beats high with prospects bright. 
Thy generous soul beholds it with delight ; 
But in this friendless world we seldom prove. 
The bliss of Jonathan's and David's love. 
Alas ! how many bear sweet Friendship's name. 
Whose stoic hearts ne'er felt her melting flame — 
How many in her lovely robes appear. 
And e'en o'er grief affect to^drop a tear ;, 
But test their love — it is anempty vine. 
That burns to ashes on a sordid shrine* 
Does evening dews refresh the drooping flower, 
That withermg lays 'neath Sol's meridian power. 
Does earth at soft distilling showers rejoice ? 
So does my heart at Friendship's charming voice. 
Mine be that love which, in adversity. 
Disgrace and slander, nor will flinch nor flee— 
Mine be that love, which in dark sorrow's hour, 
Puts forth the greenest leaf, and sweetest flowet. 
Hail ! happy world of pure eternal joys, 
Where love and friendship ftever, never cloys : 
But in luxuriant, fadeless beauty blooms, 
Filling the ambrosial bowers with sweet perfamet.* 
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COIiVBRSION OF THE REV. PETER JONES. 

Indian Missionary, aa related by himself at a Missionary Mealing in New-York- 

Wounded by keen conviction's dart, 

He seeks alone the silent grove : 
To vent the anguish of his heart, 

And plead a Saviour's risen love. 

For he had heard the blessed news, 
That Jesus left his throne in heaven-^ 

And spilt his blood upon the cross, 
That guilty man might be foigivem 

JJe heard ! the tears came stealing down 
The youthful warrior's hardy cheek— 

Tiie sigh so eloquent, the groan, * 

The feelings of his heart bespeak. 

Nature in ebon robe was clad, 

No sound broke on the listening ear ; 

Save trembling leaves where zephyrs play'd. 
Whilst Peter poured his soul in prayer. 

Enough ! his lofty heart was bow'd. 

He rises slowly, wends his way 
Toward the consecrated wood, 

Where saints had met to praise and pray. 

Behold ! a herald of the cross, 

Now leads him to the happy ring — ^ 
Where saints in sweetest notes of praise. 

The lovely songs of Zion sing. 

Down at the foot of the glorious cross, 
• • The conquered warrior drops his bow — 
Those laurels trztmple in the dust, 
Tbat flourished round his warlike brow. 
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Now prayers like holy mcense rise, 
Perfumed in the Redeemer's blood : 

His soul " a living sacrifice," 
The red man offers to his God. 

When lo ! before the rosy dawn, 
While blushes tinged the eastern sky — 

The sin-sick heart by grief weigh 'd down, 
Burst forth in rapturous shouts of joy. 

All, all is peace — when Jesus* voice 
Is heard, the tempesJ^ far are driven — 

While Chrktian* sing, abgels r^oioj, * 
And strike anew the harps of. h«aven. 

Ye daring race of infidels, 

See how your Irail foundation shakes ! 
It totters o'er the brink of hell. 

When the happy, heaven-boro Indian speaks. 

Your heads in dark oblivion hide. 
For lo ! the savage now proclaims. 

That Christ, the blessed Jesus, died, 
And rose to break the sinner's chains. 

Soon fervent heat shall melt the skies. 
And wrap them as a parchment scroll — 

Then wm the untaught savage rise. 
In judgment on the sceptic's soul. 



THE TREE OF GRACE. 

See the tree of heavenly planting. 
Small and feeble once its day, 

Now its branches bright with verdure, 
Spreads o'er fHir America ! 
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Once, a litltle shruB transported 

O'er the briny ocean wares — 
First on* golden hill transplanted, 

Persecution's storms it braves. 

But the fiercest storms of vengeance, 
This choice plant could not consume : 

Mid the floods and flames it flourished, 
Soon 'twas seen to bud and bloom. 

Watered by the dews of heaven,' 

And the genial showers of grace — 
Its firm roots are deep descending, 

Lo ! it spreads and thrives i^ce. 

Guarded by a wall of fire. 

Reaching far above the skies : 
Strong in Jesus' mighty power, 

See its towering top arise. 

Around its roots is sweetly gliding, 

Life's pure river, deep and broad, 
Rising from the throne eternal, 

Of the glorious triune God. 

Nouriah'd by that Sun, whose Influence 

Calls to life the soul that's dead : 
Sde its beauties fast unfolding. 

High it i-ears its graceful head. 

Far across the land and ocean. 

See its growing limbs extend — 
Burdened with the fowls of heaven, 

'Neath their precious load they beftd. 

Every hue, grade and description, 

Fowls that willy mayjreely come. 
Find upon its friendly branches, 

Or beneath its shade there's room. 

• Where John-itrect Church now stands. 
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Lovely are its various bloooms, 

Shedding sweetest odors round—- 
Fruits of most delicious flavor^ 
On its fertile limbs abouinl. 

Once the tree of Calvinism, 

With its fruitless boughs outspread : 

Cast its fearlul, deadly shadow, 
O'er our infant scion's head. 

But behold ! 'tis drooping, dying, 
This once sturdiest of trees : 

Its poisonous leaves and flowers are falling, 
Calvin's horrible decrees. 

Saints rejoice, give God the glory. 
Still our plant of grace survives : 
• ^ Mid -the woes of reprobation. 
See how gloriously it thrives. 
« 

• Oh ! thou God of boundless mercy, 
Pour thy blessings from above : 
Still may this blest tree be watered, 
By the richest showers of love. 

Thou bright Sun, whose glorious splendor 
ESclipse or clouds cannot obscure — 

Still shed forth thy rays of mercy, 
All its various fruits mature. 

Till this tree of matchless beauty. 
Taller grows and wider spisads — 

Till every people, tongue, and nation, 
Flocks beneath its verdant shades. 



CHRISTMAS HYMir, 

*Twi.s night ; an awfulsilence reigned 

O'er nature's wide domain ; 
The humble shepherds watcked their flocks, 

.On Bethlehem's pleasant plain. 
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WheD lo ! the angel Gabriel j^assed 

Heaven's crystal portals through, 
And swill to announce Jehovah's birth. 

On golden pinions flew. 

See ! see what glory streams around. 

Scattering the gloom of night ! 
The shepherds dumb with awe profound, 

Beheld the unusual sight. * 

Hark! hark! what sweet melodious sounds 

Float on the ambient air — 
Flowing from seraphs' flaming tongues, 
, Too sweet for mortal ear. 

All hail, ye bright, celestial band ! 

What cheering news ye bring ! 
Sweet peace to earth, good will to man, 

Lot all creation sing. 

Millions, till time shall cease to roll. 

Shall hail this happy mprn ; " 

The tidings spread from pole to pole. 

The great Messiah's born ! 

The star, with bright, refulgent beams. 

Guides to an humble shed, 
Where lo 1 he who all things sustains. 

Sleeps in a manger bed. 

Oh ! let harmonious, melting strains, 

Through heaven's high arches ring ; 
Jesus, the mighty conqueror reigns. 

And all ^all o^fn him King ! 



A LITTLE girl's LAMENT, 

OVSE X DEAD ROBIlf • 

Farewell ! pretty red-breast, I'venurs'd you with care, 

But, ala9 ! all my kindness was vain ; 
To soothe in thy body its anguish severe. 

Or ease thy poor heart of its pain. 
13 
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« 

What mortal can tell the keen pangs thou hast borne, 
Which forbade thee, sweet bird, to take food; 

Thy beautiful wings are all mangled and torn, 
And dyed in thy innocent blood. 

Thy glossy, bright plumage is ruffled and soiled, 
Thy once gladdened eye has grown dim — 

Oh ! pity that charms such as thine should be spoiled 
By Deatfc, the arch spoiler so grim. 

Farewell ! pretty robin, for thee I could mourn. 

Would it not seem a folly indeed ; 
But crimeless Til weep, o'er thy mate all forlorn. 

Whose torn heart for her lover must bleed. 

Farewell ! pretty robin, we never shall hear 
Thy clear, soft, sweet warbles again — 

The mate of thy bosom, thy earliest d iar. 
Shall chirp for her charmer in vain. 

Farewell ! pretty robin, the struggle is o'er. 

Thy poor fluttering heart is at rest ; 
The fierce, cruel huntsman can wound thee no more. 

Nor startle one fear in thy breast. 

Farewell ! pretty robin, I too must soon die, 
'Tis a debt all we mortals must pay — 
' Like thee, must I languish and breathe my last sigh. 
Like thine, had I charms, they'd decay. 

But, alas ! pretty robin, this, this is not all,^ — 
I've a spirit that never can die ; ■ * 

A gem that will shine when this clay house shall fall. 
Or glitter in worlds far on high. 

If neglected, 'twill sink to the blackness of night, 
But with care, it will shine more and more : — 

Then let me be studious to polish it bright. 
That 't mny shine when this life shall be n'er. 
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CHARITY. 

Charity ! (that blessed principle, infused by the power 
of the Holy Spirit into every renewed heart,) tbinketh no 
evil, and hopeth all things. She sees the poor suffering 
sons and daughters of Adam, with feelings of the tenderest 
sympathy. She does not anxiously endeavor to penetrate 
into the cause of their miseries, and thus pierce afresh the 
heart, already bleeding with exquisite grief. She does aot 
say, with an imperious air, this is the effects of your own 
imprudent conduct, and it is what you might expect, and 
what you deserve. No: she beholds the poor sufferer 
groaning under the burden of her sorrows, (the bitter fruits 
of her earlier follies and misdeeds,) and with a heart, melting 
with the softest emotions of pity, an eye, beaming with the 
mild rays of heavenly kindness, and a countenance, lit up 
by the smiles of pure benevolence, she hastens to her relief. 
With one hand, she wipes from her faded cheek the tears 
of grief, wrung from the heart by sad reflection ; with the 
other, she applies the balm of consolation to the wounded 
soul, while the language of sweet compassion Hows from her 
tongue, and distils upon the pensivr, withered spirits of the 
mourner, refreshing as summer showers to the drooping lily. 
Oh ! how many are there who profess to enjoy that love 
that " thinkeih no evil," but whose narrow hearts nev(^r ex- 
pand with the warm, liberal feelings of philanthropy; in 
whose eyes never tremble the tears of generous sorrow 
for others' woes. Not all the treasures of the Indies, nor all 
the pleasures of earth, could inspire thesoul with a satislac* 
tion so deep, so halloaed — a joy so serenely sweety as the re- 
col lectio» of a single generous action performed ia the gen- 
uine spirit of love* Yet, alas ! notwithstcM^dipg tbifi* we^s^ 
13* 



y Google 



150 eOTTAQl HVSOfOS. 

the covetous profeMor of religion hti^ing his gold, (startle 
not, gentle reader, at the inooDSisteocy, it is a fact,) we 
daily see the «' high.80undLng professor" prostrating himself 
at the shrine of his golden god, instead of stretching forth 
the hand -of charity toward the poor suffering children of 
want. *' How dwelieth ^he love of God in him ?" We see 
the pleasure-taking, easc-seeking professor, recklessly I avish- 
ing in the purchase of vain ornaments, costly clothing and 
furniture, that with which God has entrusted him, for the ex- 
press purpose of alleviating the distresses of the needy. How 
shall he stand, when he shall appear at the bar of God, to 
" give an account of his stewardship ?" What must be hfs 
reflections upon the bed of death, when in the retrospection 
of his life he beholds portrayed upon the canvass of memory, 
in glowing colors, the deliberate dishonesty he has practised, 
in withholding fi-om the poor, and foolishly squandering 
away the money designed for their comfort and use. Oh } 
yo professed votaries of the cross, ye vain, sunshine profes- 
sors, who will not go to heaven, save on beds of down, and 
clad in *«sofl raiment ;" the exterior, a!» well as the interior of 
whose houses declare (notwithstanding your high professions) 
that your treasures, and consequently your hearts, are bound 
to earth. Oh ! ye that have presumed to take upon your- 
selves the name of the compassionate Jesus, and have pro- 
fessed to renounce the world with all its sinful pleasures and 
maxims, but whose tables are daily burdened with the choicest 
productions of nature, who^^e pampered bodies are clothed in 
** silk and purple,*' and the costly works of art : and whose 
dwellings remind one of the tower of Babel, and who pos^ 
sess, as it were, a heaven below the skies : bend your steps 
for onoe toward the shattered tenement of adversity — there 
behold the heart-broken mother, surrounded by starving 
babes, dearer to her than life. See ! she sits shivering over 
a few dying embers! Examine their garments, how poor and 
flimsy, how insufficient to shield them from winter's piercing 
cold. They know not where to obtain enough for the next 
raeal. And that which casts the darkest shade over this 
gloomy picture, is, that he, whom she has chosen to be her 
bosom ooRipanion, and who hat pledged himself in the pre. 
gfDCf of heaven Apd earth* to be her beat earthly friend, has 
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proved to be her worst enemy. Go, I sajr, and view a scene 
like this with stoical indifierence, if you can. If you can 
gaze upon such a sights unmoved by the sweet emotions of 
sympathy, or without feeling your eyes moistened by her 
tears, hard indeed must be your heart, as the rugged cl'ff 
that crowns the mountain's summit. Oh ! remember — you 
cannot always enjoy the pleasures of earth : the hour is ra- 
pidly hastening on, when you shall be compelled to resign 
your treasures to others, and to lie down upon a level with 
the poor beggar. All your stores of wealth cannot redeem 
you from the grave, nor add a moment to your life, when re- 
lentless Death lifts his iron arm, to strike the fatal blow. 

Then, oh ! be wise. Make a proper use[of that which God 
in his mercy has lent you: then shall your light arise in ob- 
scurity, and your darkness shall be as the n(K>n-day : and 
finally, when your eyes are closing upon the false splendors 
of earth, you shall see by faith, the peerless mansions on 
high, ready to receive year spirit, while your body shall 
sweetly fall asleep in the arms of Jesus, 



REFLECTIONS ON DRESS. 



I HAVE ever thought, that if the heart is ever renewed 
and regulated by divine grace, it will be perceptible even in 
the choice and arrangement of dress. For a professor of 
religion to follow the ever varying fashions of this wicked 
world, betrays a weakness of judgment, and vanity of luiart, 
ill becoming a disciple of Jesus Christ. It is a voluntary 
violation of his commands. It is with emotions of heart-felt 
surprise and regret, that I nflen see professors of religion in 
the house of God, sacnficino: the lovelv grace of humility 
on the altar of priHo and self-esteem. I see them bowing" 
down in the humble attitude of prayer to the great Jehovah, 
while the gaudy appearance of tiieir dress, would tell us 
that they are bowing down to the vain goddess of fashion. 
And to hear thehi sing, with apparent confidence, those lines 
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in the 24th hynm, so well adapted to a soul whose affecttona 
Qspire only to things above,, 

Worldly good I do not want, 
M* that to otbe/8 j^iven— 

and at the same time see them shining in silks and satias» 
wearing a profusion of costly lace and jewels, imitating the 
worldling as near as. possible ; what a contrast this ! who 
does njt perceive it ? Who does not detest it ? Alas ! what 
a pity, that the enemies of the cross can say without viola-, 
ting the truth, that the devil, in this respect, still prevails 
over the professor, 

Jesus, when exhorting his disciples, says,. " Be ye follow- 
ers of me :" as if he said, be ye crucified to the pleasures,, 
maxims, and fashions of this v*orld. The Christian needs no, 
ornament, save that of a meek and quiet spirit, which in the 
sight of God, is of great price. He is commanded to come 
out from among the world, and to be separated : to touch not, 
taste not, nor even handle its vanities. We cannot serv^ two 
masters : it is utterly impossible to be a true servant of God, 
and at the same time to pursue the folUes of the world.. 

We are commemded to set our affections on things above :. 
it is reasonable to conclade, that if the affections were not 
placed upon these needless ornaments, we should never see 
them forming part of the dress. St. Peter, when exhorting^ 
the females in the church of Christ, says, ** Let not your 
adorning be that of outward adorning/ Shall our bodies, 
denominated temples of the Holy Ghost, be internally con- 
secrated to the Spirit, and externally dedicated to the god of. 
this world ? What glaring inconsistency ! 

Oh ! ye professed followers of Jesus, do ye indeed bear in 
your bodies the marks of the man of sorrows ? What will it 
profit you by con forming to the world ? will you gain the ap- 
plause of sinners ? Verily no. Did you never hear them 
tauntingly exclaim. See that, professor of religion — does his 
or her outward appearance denote the humble follower of 
the despised Jesus? Will you gain the aduii ration of the 
meek and humble Christian ? Surely not. They will be- 
hold your vanity with pity and disapprobation. Will the 
ministers of the gospel commend your foUy ? Have you 
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not been confounded, when fro.7i the sacred desk they have 
faithfully discharged their duty? Have not their words 
pointed directly at your conscience ? 

Oh ! Chrirtian, sail no longer under the enemy^s colors ; 
while fightmg under the holy banner of King Jesus, cast 
away the garments of Babylon — come wholly over on the 
Lord's side : let the despisers of the cross see that you dare 
to be singular for the cause of Christ ; that you nobly disdain 
the world's false glory, and consign such worthless trash to 
the moles and bats of the earth. Gro, take the money that 
Satan would have you expend for useless articles, and in the 
name of the Lord, buy a needful garment for some poor 
widow or orphan,— it will be a jewel to thy soul of more in- 
trinsic value, than all the treasurea of the Indies. Let your 
attire be plain, simple, and not expensive ; honor the gospel 
as you profess, by confi>rming to its easy precepts ; let your 
dress be as ^n index to a mind soaring heaven-ward ; to a 
soul that spurns the glitter of this little globe ; to a heart 
filled with love divine, and aspiring only after that garment 
of fine linen, clean and white, which is the righteousness of 
the saints. 

Let me say a few words to mothers— those who profess to 
be Christian mothers, but notwithstanding, adorn their chil- 
dren with the foolish gewgaws of fashion ; and instead of 
striving, as much as in them lies, to subdue, are feeding the 
natural pride of their hearts ; instead of pointing their easily 
directed minds to heaven, are teaching them to set their af- 
fections on some newly invented color or fashion. Oh, ye 
Christian mothers ! remember, "just as the tree is bent 
the twig's inclined." Tben oh, beware ! bend it not toward 
earth, but strive by grace, to bend and raise it toward hea. 
van ; reflect upon your deep responsibility, reflect upon the 
immortal interests of your ofispring ; polish well the jewel, 
it matters not so much about the caricet that must soon 
cromble to dust, but ^e jewel it contains must exist 
fiirever. 
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A VISION. 



0«vs' d^y, while musiog on that pmage ofSeripture 
which saysy ** Narrow is the Way that lead^ onto life, and 
few there be that find it, and broad is the way that leadeth 
unto death, and many there be that walk therein," methought 
I saw these two ipads from their beginning until their end. 
At the end of the narrow one there appeared a glorieus 
light, by which I could discover fidde blooming withf imifior- 
tal flowers, aad trees laden with delicious fruits, standing in 
lovely rows on either side of a broad river, ^ clear as crys- 
tal," and inde^ribably beautiful. I also saw innumerable 
glorified beings, who b^ once travelled this road, clothed in 
shining garments, bearing in their hands palms of victory, 
and wearing upon tbeii heads crowns of glory, in splendor, 
exceeding the brightness of the sun. Metl^ght I heard 
them singing melodious praises to Him who aits upon the 
throne, and to the Lamb, who brought them through much 
tribulation, to the enjoyment of eternal felicity. The woxdt 
thej;, uttered wt re, " Holy, holy, holy. Lord God, who hast 
redeemed us by thy own blood." Their only employment 
appf>ared to be praise and adoration to the King of Heaven, 
for redeeming mercy through Jesus Christ. After gaaing 
with rapturous admiration, wonder and uwe, upon the glo- 
lioua inheritance of the saints, I reluctantly cast my eyes 
toward the broad road ; at the end of which, I beheld an 
impenetrable gloom, and fancied 1 could distinctly hear the 
groans of anguish and despair, continually ascending from 
those miserable, deluded l^sings^ who had wilfully .fressed 
their way down to ruin, notwithstanding the many invita. 
tions they had to walk the narrow road, and tlte ^untless 
warnings they had, that the one they were in would lead to 
eternal death. I perceived, as soon as th^ came to the end 
of this road# an4-saw their danger, there waa:no way for 
their escape, it being impossible for them to retrace* a atngle 
step. There was no alternative for them, and 1 saw them, 
one after another, plunge rapidly, in a moment, down a fear- 
ful steep, into the dark abyss of remediless woe. Awful in- 
deed, were my feelii^ when I beheld multitudes, yea, 
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ni9re than any mortal could number^ of hutnati beings rush. 
ing, with all the velocity ef timet toward, and constantly 
dropping in the dreadful vortex below. And what much In. 
cr^aised my sorrow, I. saw many, who had once walked in 
the narrow road, now urging their way down to the chambers 
of death. All along this road, as well as at the end, appear, 
ed to be a thick mist, and it seemed this mist arose from the 
]K)lluted state of this vast concourse, and concealed from 
their view (in a measure) the misery that awaited them. I 
could.dJseover, that ^ from the crown of the head to the sole 
of the foot, they were full of wounds, bruises, and putrefying 
sorM ;'^ and although ointment was freely provided, and of- 
fered them, they were so self-willed they would not accept it, 
but spurned it from them. I saw these poor creatures en. 
deavoring to amuse themselves, by gathering the fruit and 
flowers that seemed to be strewed in great abundance all 
along the way, which flowots, I perceived, withered in gather, 
ing ; and tlie fri|it, as soon as eaten, produced sickness and 
vomiting. Notwithstanding this, they were eagerly gather- 
ing and eating, and appeared to be constantly craving them. 
After watching the movements of this huge company for 
some time* I gladly turned my attention from the sickening 
scene of folly and dissipation, in hopes of finding something 
to relieve the sorrowful emotions of my heart ; when my 
thought^i almost imperceptibly wandered toward the pleasant 
narj'ow road. And here I saw, with feelings of mingled joy, 
gratitude and surprise, a few solitary individuals, cheerfully 
and joyfully walking this pleasant path ; they word the love* 
ly robes of humility, and were equipped with th0 gospel ar. 
mor. Their very countenances seemed to say, " we re. 
joice with joy unspeakable and full of glor^" while their 
« actions responded, we count all things loss, so we may win 
Christ. I saw on each side of this road many by-paths, some 
leading directly, others indirectly toward, and all finally ter. 
minating in the broad road. At the head of each by.path 
was placed a written inscription, bearing the following warn, 
ings and exhortations i << Let him that thinketh he standeth, 
take heed lest he fall.'' '< Hold fast, let no man take thy 
crown." " If any man draw back, my soul shall have no 
pleasure in him ; to be carnally minded is death ; thou stand. 
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est by faith* be not high-miiided, but fear ; quench not the 
spirit ; watch unto prayer ; wai^ and be sober ; standfast 
therefore in the liberty wherevrith Christ has made you free, 
and be not entangled again with the yoke of bondage ; pray 
without ceasing ; pray that ye enter not into temptation ; 
resist the devil, and he will flee from you." 

1 noticed particularly, at the head of those paths leading 
an indirect way to the broad road, the following* warning 
inscriptioiis : ** Be not conformed to the world, come out 
from among them, and be ye separated from them ; touch 
not, taste not, handle not the unclean thing ; come oat of 
her my people, partake not of her sins, that ye receive not 
of her plagues ; whose adorning, let it not be that outward 
adorning of plaiting the hair, of wearing of gold, or of put- 
ting on of apparel, but of a meek and quiet spirit. I will 
that women adorn themselves with modest apparel — ^not with 
gold, or pearls, or costly array, fap^ with shame-facedness 
and sobriety> as becometh women professing godliness." 

I saw also, there were all the precious promises of Scrip- 
ture, placed along on each side of the road, to attract the 
attention, raise the hopes, engage the affections, and rejoice 
the hearts of the travellers, whom, I perceived, after reading 
and meditating upon them, went on their journey with re- 
newed vigor and delight. I likewise saw innumerable celes- 
tial beings, whose wings seemed to sparkle with the finest 
gold. These beautiful creatures were constcuatly hovering • 
around the travellers, and whispering in their ears, as occa« 
sion required, the promises, warnings, exhortations, and 
threateniugs of Scripture, and guarding them from the evil 
insinuations of the malignant demons, which were con- 
tinually infesting each side of the road, and swarming at the 
head of every by-path. But I plainly saw they could not 
enter the sacred road ; this the evil spirits knew, — so long 
as the travellers kept on the straight, steady course, they 
could not harm them ; they therefore endeavored the more 
to tempt, allure, frighten, and decoy them ; they would fre- 
quently place nets and snares by the road side, and with the 
assistance of those from the broad road, (who sometimes 
came up the by-paths) endeavor to allure and frighten them, 
80 as to entangle their feet, well knowing if they could ac 
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tsomplish this, they were nearly sure of their prey. When 
they failed in this, they strove to persuade the travellen 
with pleasing looks^and fair speechesi, to accompany them 
tlown these by-paths, telling them of the charming fruits and 
flowers that grew all along on either side do\¥n to the broad 
road, and of the pleasant company to be met with there, so 
that it was with much difficulty they kept straight on their 
way. 

WhHe thus absorbed in reflections, and musing upon the 
difficulties and joys of the righteous, I thought it muld 
affora me great pleasure and satisfaction, could I discover 
any of my acquaintance walking that blessed road ; and 
looking around among this little happy company, I perceived 
here and there one, whose faces were familiar to my memory. 
At no great distance from the beginning of this road, I be- 
held a charming youngAanale, for whom I had indulged deep 
and sacred feelings of frrcndship and esteem, not so much on 
account of personal charms, (of which she possessed an un. 
common share) as for her beauty of mind, 
perseverance she manifested in travelling the 
and the love she bore toward her fellow tr 
countenance shone with a heavenly radiance 
tion seemed to say, " I am pressing toward th 
prize." Now, while 1 was rejoicing that m 
had turned her back upon the follies of the broad road, and 
was numbered with the children of God, I saw two of the 
company from the broad road, slowly coming up one of the 
by-paths, on purpose to entice, if possible, some of these travel- 
lers, who might perchance be off their guard, or entangle 
their feet in some of the gins by the wayside, for they often 
met with success in this way. Now, at the head of the 
path up which they were advancing, was written in legibly 
characters, this exhortation : «*I will that women adorn them- 
selves wfth modest apparel, not with gold, nor pear4fl, nor 
costly array ; let not your adorning be that outward adorn- 
ing of plaiting the hair, and of wearing of gold, or of put. 
ting on of apparel, but let it be the hidden man of the heart, 
even the ornament of a meek and quiet spirit, which in the 
•iffht of God is of great price." Now I saw, when they ar* 

14 
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rived at the head of this path, opposite which my young 
friend happened to be at this moment, they very impertinent- 
ly accosted her thus : *• Why, really, this appears to be a 
solitary road for one so young and charming as you are to 
travel ; we wonder that you should prefer such a gloomy 
way 2 there appears to us always to be something melancho- 
ly about this road." "You cannot imagine," said Miss Frivoli- 
* ty, the pleasures we enjoy." **0h ! what a silly creature," 
said Miss Shallowmind, " you must be, to deprive yourself of 
so much happiness, and to be secluded, as it were, in a clois- 
ter for life ; you are not permitted to even dress as you 
please, nor to join in any of our innocent amusements ; you 
are prohibited from assembling with us in our parties of plea- 
sure, on a week.day, and you must not think of such a thing 
on your holy Sabbaths, no, not even think your own thoughts. 
I hope I may never be such a dupe as to submit to such 
bondage as this." I saw my yc^izig friend looked up with 
a sweet, forbearing smile, and said, " 1 pity your ignorance, 
my young friends, it is because you know not the real plea- 
sure, the solid joys to be found in this way, "you therefore 
despise it. I can assure you, substantial happiness is found 
only in walking this road, which you esteem so uninviting. 
I once, like you, gloried in walking the road to death. I 
have plucked its flowery pleasures, but they faded and with- 
ered in my hand, and what you terra bondage, is to me the 
sweetest liberty." 

«* But, look," said Miss Shallowmind, " how plain and des- 
picable you appear in the eyes of people, whereas, if you 
would consent to forsake this way, and come along with us, 
you could dress as you please, and no fear of your plain, 
stiff, Methodistical folks ; and besides all this, I cannot see 
what harm there can be in dressing a little, and even in curl- 
ing the hair a little ; why, there is Mrs. Turnback, who 
lives a little down this path, as good a Christian as any of ye, 
and she dresses as gay as any of us, and curls her hair too, 
and a wise woman for (doing so, 'for it greatly improves 
her features ; she says she will not be bound to follow 
the example of a few infatuated beings, and that religion 
does not consist in dress, and that it is unreasonable to sup. 
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f)ose that people will goto hell because they dress a little gay. 
She says that once she was likewise affected with a mania for 
plain dress, and that nothing woald serve her but the plainest ; 
and she positively declares that she was much prouder then, 
than she now is with all her fine clothes and jewels, and I 
think what she says is perfectly true, (in a whisper to Miss 
Frivolity,) but I have often thought that some professors 
would sooner part with their religion than with their fine 
dress." " Be sure,'* says Miss Frivolity, "you need not go to 
that excess in dressing that we do, ft would }j^ unbecoming 
and remarkable, because you have profrssed to be so plain 
already ; you may curl your hair a little, and in some 
other little things conform in a small degree to iashion.— 
Your companions will not notice that, and suppose they do ? 
surely they would not be so strenuous and barefaced as to 
reprove you for it : why, many of your strict church-going 
ladies not oily curl their hair, but wear false curls, and color 
tlioii^-^heL'ks Willi rouge, which is far worse — and I have 
heard it affirmed that some of them even go to balls and 
plays ^ but this I am compelled to confess, is going too far, 
for they should certainly respect their religion more than to 
carry it with them to the devil's rendezvous, where he exhi- 
bits his puppet show. We do not wish you to go to such 
lengths, but then you may dress a little as wc do, without 
committing sin ; and if you should, God is merciful, and 
will forgive you. Why reason itself teaches that God will 
not punish his creatures for mere trifles." My young friend, 
with a thoughtful air, replied, " Although God is merciful, 
he is nevertheless just, and will punish the least trangression 
of his holy commands. He has commanded his people to be 
plain, and distinguishable from the world, and it is their high 
privilege, as well as their imperative duty, to obey." "Poh," 
says Miss Frivolity, " there is more of your canting stuff; 
I'll warrant you, if you once get rid of your enthusiastic no- 
tions and company, you'll very soon wish to appear as gay 
as we do, and think no harm of it ; and consider to how 
much better advantage you would appear in company ; why, 
it would greatly add to yoiir beauty were you to dress a 
little more fashionable, and part with some of your stiff no* 
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tioiui, and bo a little more sociable wiih the people of tfie 
world. I cannot, for my lift', s(?o why you religious folk* 
keep aloof, and shun our pcopie so coiiscieriliously ; for my 
part, I cannot see any harm in being frieuclly toward these 
from whom we happen to dilTcr in principle." " Have you 
never read," said my friend, " this exhortation, * Be ye not 
unequally yoked together with unbelievers ; how can two 
walk together except they be agreed V " " Oil, dear," says 
Miss Shallowmind, " have you never been at a tea-party, 
where there happened to be some of those you call worldly 
people present and when the merry joke went round, have 
you never joined in the laugh, and sometimes joked a little 
yourself, too ? and pray what was this but walking with 
them I so let us hear no nwrc of your nonsense. If you 
would but come with us, and dress as we do, and partake of 
the pleasures we enjoy, you would be ten times more re- 
spected 5 but while I have been striving to persuade you to 
^[pandon this hateful road,. I hoJ well ui^h forgott^p my er- 
rand. Do you not know, Miss Frivolity, that we came on 
purpose to invite this young lady to the party that is going to 
take place at Mrs, Vanity's, next Monday afternoon ?" " What 
have I been thinking about, all this time," answered Miss 
Frivolity, '* I really had almost forgotten it. Mrs. Vanity 
requested me particularly to invite this young lady ; there 
are quite a number invited, and no doubt we shall be most 
delightfully entertained. Do you think, Miss I, that you caf 
come to. the party ?" 

" I cannot decide at pi-esent," replied my friend, •* it de- 
pends upon the character of Mrs. Vanity, and those who 
compose the party. I have ever been opposed to joining in 
parties of worldly peo|>le — should Mrs. Vanity's name signify 
her character, it would be incompatible with my principles 
to attend," 

** Oh," replied Miss Frivolity, " she is none of your fool^ 
isU folks, I assure you ; slie is at times very serious ; I my- 
self have seen her with her prayer book in her hand, and 
saw her kneel, and heard her read her prayers before going 
to bed, and if you will consent to go, Pll warrant you'll be 
delighted with her." Now I saw, while they stood conver- 
sing, a Misa Thoughtless came running up the path in haitea, 
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to request Miss Frivolity and Miss Shallowmiiicl to accom 
paoy her to Mrs. Turnback's, a little way down the path, but 
, seeing nny friend, she thought it was a good opportunity to 
tantalize her a little, and coming as near us possible, said, in 
a*sneering manner, " Miss I, I understand you are invited t^ 
Mrs. Vanity's party. I wonder what she thinks ofherselfto 
invite such a plain, old-fashioned being to sit at the tea table 
with a party of fashionable ladies and gentlemen ? Why, 
you will appear as stiff and ungraceful as a cabbage stalk, 
in the narrow-sleeved, grave- looking dress you generally 
wear, and then vour hair is beyond endurance. What ! 
not a single curl f Oh, this will never soit people of quality 
and fashion ; I piaiuly see you must put away your whinns be- 
fore you think of going there ; 1 would abandon them at 
once> they make you appear so awkward and singular."—- 
I saw, when Miss Thoughtless had ended her impertinent 
speech, my young friend looked somewhat confounded at her 
bold, ridiculous expressions, and taunting manner, and with 
a faltering voice, replied, *< [ cannot comply with your re- 
quirements (they are directly opposed to tlio commands of 
Scripture) unless I forsake this way." 

** Oh, no," said Miss Frivolity, "you need not forsake this 
way ; we would not wish any thing so unreasonable. Save 
your soul if you can, but yua may safely come a little Way 
down this path, and you can easily return, and your comp^- 
ioiw be none the wiser for it." She made no reply, but ap- 
peared agitated. 

Now 1 saw the before mentioned shining guardians, con- 
stanily passing, repassing, and hove.ririg around her, and 
they would sornelimes whisp^-r in her car these words of holy 
writ, ♦* If sinners enlicj thee, consent thou not,'" but she ap- 
peared not to notice them. Thou Miss Sliallowmind begaa 
again, "Come, Miss Frivolity, it is h»gh time wo go, we have 
stood long enough preaching about dress, a thing of so little 
consequence ; and i ache to get away from this horrible 
place, — what say you, Miss I, do you think you sbxill be able 
tv) grace our Hule party 1 1 dare say Mrs. Vanity will b-3 in 
an ecstacy if she gets you there, as she sent us on pui^Oie 
to iavite you." 

14* 
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•* Yes," says Miss Frivolity, *« if sha will consent to hav0 
her head dressed a little, and her dress altered* so that it may 
look a little more respectable, Mrs. Vanity will no doubt be 
delighted to see her ; but if she goes just as she is, I know 
n<Jt what sort of reception she will meet with, for Mrs. Vanity 
is very dressy herself. And you know, Miss Shallowmind, 
Mr. V. is very fond of dress, and amusements too, for I 
hear he goes to the theatre every night ; and who is more 
regular in attendance at church than Mr. V ? and a wise 
man he is for taking his comfort as he goes along. What 
was the world made for but to take pleasure in ? Come, 
let us strive to get an answer from this young lady. Do 
you think you can accompany us to the party on Monday 
next- 7" My friend he:>itated for some time, and at length 
replied, " What will my companions say, should I leave 
them, and go to parties of pleasure, and so near the broad 
road too, as Mrs. Vanity lives?" 

** Say ! let them say what they please," said Miss Frivolity,. 
** what is that to them — if they wished to take a little plea- 
sure, they would not stoop to ask your leave ; and I'll war- 
rant you, if they were to get such a polite invitation as you^ 
have, they would very gladly accept it." " Come," says Miss 
Shallowmind, •♦let us have an answer, that we may go — V 
cannot bear t» remain here any longer, and. Miss I, if you'll 
come, we'll meet you here on the day appointed, and we'll 
all go together to Mrs. Turnback's, a litUe below here, and- 
dress, ar\d Mrs. Turnback (who is a fine woman) will as.- 
sist as ; and moreover, she has a curling tongs of her own, 
for ever since she lived down this path, she has been rid of 
her stiflT notions about dress, and I like her much better fijr 
it— and I have no doubt she will lend you some of her jewels, 
as you have none of your own ; but then I am afraid you 
will take the shine off all the company — however, you had 
better borrow them, for a young lady to go to a party des- 
titute of ornaments, you know, would appear very mean." — 
«* Do promise to meet us," says^Miss Frivolity, «* there is no 
harm in going to a party, I'm sure.'* 

I did not hear my young fri^Kl give her consent^ but I 
peroetred they had prevailed over her, by their boastiag of 
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(he conquest they had made, after they left her. I saw she 
stood in a thoughtful mood, pondering on what they said, 
when, lo ! ene of the shining messengers passed rapidly by 
some of the travellers, and approached her with these words, 
** Hokt that fast M'hich thou hast, that no man take thy 
crown/* She looked up somevyhat surprized, and again 
hung her head, but made no reply. I saw the color flush 
her cheeks, and supposed she felt abashed when she found 
that she had been perceived to stand talking with these idle 
flatterers. There is one thing I noticed worthy of remark. 
I did not perceive her to move forward on her journey, from 
her first conversation with these people ; but she would go 
back a little, and then advance a little, and so kept nearly 
in the same place without standing still. Well, on the day 
appomted, I saw these same creatures, with more of their 
associates, attended by many of the evil spirits, advancing 
up the same by-path, until they arrived nearly where they 
stood before, and not seeing her immediately, cast their eyes 
eagerly around,and soon espied her,and beckoned her to come 
to them. She appeared at first unwilling to comply, but their 
pleasant looks, false smiles, and fair speeches, soon allured 
her near them, when MisaShallowraind began tlius : 

** Well, I hope you are ready to accompany us to Mrs* 
Vanity's this afternoon : the party are to a^emble at three 
o'clock, and as we are to go to Mrs. Turnback's first, to 
dress, which will take some time, wo have not a moment to 
spare* I would not for any thing that we were too late — 
why, we should look like fools, and put the company in an 
uproar ; beside it would be enough to affront Mrs. Vanity, 
who is a woman of taste and politeness." I saw my friend 
stood with her eyes cast toward the ground, absorbed in deep 
thought. ** Come, come," says Miss Frivolity, "what makes 
you look so gloomy ? you religious folks know so well how lo 
put on long faces — why, you remind me of a stormy day in 
winter. I wonder, instead of such sad looks, that your face 
is not lit up with jc^, at the prospect of pleasure awaiting 
us at the party." My friend sighed heavily, but made no 
answer. '* Come," said Miss Thoughtless, ** put away 
dull melancholy, let us take pleasure while we can ; it will 
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be time enough to be sad when we can no longer be merry." 
** Yes, and we must soon be going," says MissShallowmind. 
** Come, Miss 1, you recollect that you promised to go — and 
you sanctified ones must not tell an untruth." 

Now I saw, while Miss Shallowmind was endeavoring to 
rally her out of her pensive feelings. Miss Frivohty caught 
hold of her hand and said, « Come, dear Miss I, you cannot 
imagine how it hurts my feelings to see you lock so sad. — 
Your kind of folk harbor an opinion that we worldlings know 
but little about soft feelings, but I assure you I am really dis- 
tressed to SCO you look so sorrowful. Come, cheer up, and go 
with us to the party, and I'll warrant you, alter you have been 
there half an hour, you'll forget all your Irouhles, Come, 
lot us haste and getaway from this plac^v it's enough to make 
any one sad." And so saying, she led her away, followed by 
tlij rest of this wicked company. Down the path I beheld, 
as she was going along, many of the celestial guardians ho- 
vering around her, so near as almost lo touch lu;r face with 
their wings, and continually whispering in her ear the fear, 
ful threatenings of scripture, such as these : " And these 
shall go away into everlasting punishment ; for if we sin 
wilfully after that wc have received the knowledge of the 
truth, there remaineth no more sacrifice for sins, but a cer- 
tain fearful looking-for of judgment and fiery in liguaiion, 
which shall devour the adveraaries." 

I saw when she got some distance down the path, 4icr 
/ellow-travellers began to miss her, and casting their cyt^s to- 
ward that way, what was their grief, to behold her surround- 
ed by the multitude wUo do evil, and turning her back upon 
the narrow way. They soon arrived at Mrs. Turnback's, 
and now behold her, who onee dared to face a sinful world, 
who had turned her bade upon its fashions and pleasures, 
consenting to put on the habiliments of the daughters of 
Babylon. Emotions of pky and indignation alternately 
swelled my lieart, a:s i beheld her going from Mrs. Turn- 
kick's in company with Ihi'se defamers of religion. J finally 
saw that they arrived at Mrs. Vanity's, and of coursQ every 
thiflg wa» ittt unison with the carnal heart — the laugh and 
joke weal im^rrily rouad the t^a.table, when in the inid^t of 
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their hilarity, I saw one of the guardian spirits fly toward 
my young friend, and gently touching her cheek, whispered 
these awful words in her ear, " The end of tlieso things is 
death." She affected to conceal Iier feelings, but lier coun- 
tenance betrayed the agony of her soul. But her surprise 
soon subsided, and the voice of conscience was nearly hush- 
ed by the wild sounds of sinful mirth. Had I time, 1 would 
rehearse some of the conversation that passed that after- 
noon ; it was, however, not in the least congenial U> the 
feelings of the true disciple of Jesus.. I at length awoke 
from my reverie, without knowing whether or no my young 
friend returned to the narrow road, took up her residence in 
the by. path, or went whh these openly wicked ones to the 
broad road. 



WINTER REFLECTIONS. 

Nature is wrapt in a winding sheet. Stern Winter hath 
laid his chilling hand upon her, and she is now stiff and mo^ 
lionless. The roses have faded from her checks, and the 
bright carnation withered upon her lips. The violet and 
the jessamine no longer bloom upon her breast — the wood- 
biae and honeysuckle, which late so gracefully wreathed 
her brow, have been robbed of their glossy charms, by the 
relentless frost. But she is still beautiful ; I stand at my 
window, absorbed in admiring wonder, while gazing upon^ 
the loveliness and grandeur of the scene before me. The 
queen of night is attired in her most brilliant robes — majes- 
tically sealed in her silver car, attended by all her dazzling 
retinue. Seie, how serenely she rides o'er yon azure fields, 
of heaven ! the surface of the snow is reflecting the bright 
beams of her splendor, and its particles are twinkling with 
extreme refulgence and beauty. The little pond before the 
door is glazed over, and shining like a mirror. The branches 
of the tall hemlocks, sparkling with icicles, appear like a 
wall of eiaerald and crystal around our little town« Oh i 
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what a l^rely prospect ! Is there a heart so insensible, aa 
completely stoical, as not to be charmed by scenery so mag- 
nificeni ? The spotless purity of the snow, reminds me of a 
certain text of scripture, I once heard inB. street church, at 
which tkne were described the robes of the glorified. I then 
fancied I almost saw the spirits of •* the just made perfect,*' 
adorned with robes whiter than the snow upon which 1 am now 
gazing. Methinks these shining particles faintly resemble 
. the stars in the crowns of the faithful in glory, especially 
the faithful minister of Jesus, And the pond, so beautifully 
glazed, reminds mc; of the sea of glass ; while the hemlocks, 
with their icicles glowing in the moonbeams, present to my 
imagination the wall of precious sfone, spoken of by St. 
John. Now the gentle image of one far away rises to my 
mental view. Mountains rise, and rivers roll between us, 
still I behold the friend of my heart. Ah ! is she now ga- 
^ifltr^yiih hi*r hercaved jjiend, upon yon lucid orbs ? She, 
loo, was an admirer of nature. Tell me, ye bi*ight lamina- 
Vies, IS she whom I love, now viewing your placid features, 
wrapt in silent thought, and solemn admiration 1 Is her 
heart now s^^elling with delightful emotions of grateful joy, 
as it aspires in soft and holy breathings to the great Author 
and ruler of all those splendid revolving systems ? or is she 
gazing upon ihe^jarth, wrapt in her spangled ermine mantle ? 
Ah ! perhaps she has already sunk to rest in the soothing 
arms of ^eep. Is she dreaming of her long lost friend ? 
Who caM^ll but she may be very near — it may be, conver- 
mng with me — thought climbs mountains, and crosses jri vera 
iu a twinkling. 

Long and heavily bave passed the hours away since last 
we parted. Faithfully and vividly doth memory portray to 
my imagination that parting scene. Oh, how does this an- 
guish-smitten heart cling to the remembrance of that last 
tearful glance of love, and the warm, thrilling grasp of 
deep and sacred friendship, while fond affection loves to lin- 
ger round the hallowed spot, where oft our souls have melted 
and mingled into one, while engaged in sweet, congenial 
converse ! Oh, with what force do these happy, interesting 
bouFS rush upon my mind, and awaken afresh all those teu^ 



5d. by Google 



COTTAOB MUSU^GS. IfH 

der joys, inspired by mutual and social kindness ! Nerer — 
neyer, my dearest S., shall I forget your friendship; your 
loved image is too deeply graven on the tablet of my heart 
ever to be obliterated. Forever shalt thou live in my warm 
affections ; ungenerous and ungrateful would be my heart, 
could it cease to love and admire a^oul possessed of senti- 
ments so truly noble, kind, and constant. Can I forget to 
love thee ? No, Yon peerless qu«Bn of night may hide 
her beauties behind her waneing veil, and change wilh every 
changing week ^ clouds and storms may obscure yonder 
burning gems in heaven's blue arch ; seasons may change ; 
cold-hearted winter, with his chill, ungenial breath, may 
wither the beauteous features, and blast the blushing checks 
of lovely, warm-hearted summer, yet shall my love remain un. 
changed for my beloved S. No power shall break ihe silken 
cord that binds our souls in a union so pure, so holy. Together 
have we conversed over our joys and sorrows ; together 
have our fervent desires ascended to the throne of God, for 
each other's preset and eternal welfare ; together have we 
mingled our tears,'«|^ drank each other's him and griefs, 
until our spirits w ere mysteriously blended In sweet, harmo- 
nious union ; together have we held soul-enrapturing, un- 
earthly communion, and shall we never meet more ? Oh, 
yes— on earth 1 may never more behold her mild, expressive 
countenance ; I may never more listen to her soft, soothing 
voice, and persuasive eloquence, beneath the skies ; but oh, 
joyful hope ! there is a world where I trust we shall meet 
and together cast our blood-bought crowns at the feet of 
sovereign grace. Till then, farewell I 



DECEPTION AMONG PROFESSORS OF RELIGION. 

TfiEHE are three evils, existing more particularly among 
female professors of religion, which could be easily and 
speedily remedied. The first is the practice of making pro. 
mises, and neglecting to perform them. Disappointment %r%T 
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carries to the senaitiTe mindt unpleasant and painful seil«a« 
tions ; for instance, I have a friend whom I highly esteem, 
and 'in whom I repose implicit confidence. This friend pro- 
mises to pay me a visit at such a time. Agreeably to my 
wishes and desires, the hour arrives in which I hope to wel- 
come her to my habitation. I anxiously wait and expect 
her arrival, but she docs not appear ; she fails to fulfil her 
word ; she disappoints me. Upon inquiry into the cause of 
such treatment, she tells me that such or such a trifling cir- 
cumstance prevented her — not indeed of sufficient conse- 
quence to justify her in breaking her promise. What 
are my feelings when I learn the true state of the case ? Can 
I believe her again ? Is not that respect and friendship I 
felt for her blunted, and the confidence I reposed in her, in a 
great measure at least, dimini^'hed ? Can I f 'cl that warm 
glow of affection for her, which I onco felt kindling in my 
heart, after treating me with such neglect ? No, 1 cannot. 
I feel to exclaim, Where is truth and candor to be found, if 
not in the meek disciple of Jesus ? I am sensible that there 
are reasons sometimes, sufficient to justify the most holy and 
conscientious in breaking their word ; but these, in general, 
are very rare. Christians should ever promise under a deep 
sense of the presence of Omniscience, and no causes, but 
such as are absolutely unavoidable, should induce them to 
falsify their word. 

The next evil is, that some Christian ladies are in the habit 
of inviting people at their houses, who they in reality do 
not wish to visit them. They invite them merely for compli. 
ment sake — because it is the custom, and as they say, a con- 
formity to the rules of politeness and common civility. Poor 
excuse, indeed, for deception ! This, 1 believe, is an evil, of 
which not a few are guilty, and though it may appear of but 
small moment to us, yet in the pure eyes of God, who cannot 
behoW deceit with the least degree of allowance, it is awful 
triflings It is a crime, which will, some time or other, meet 
with its due punishment. The last, though not least evil is, 
that some Christian ladies in particular, if a person enters 
their houses, they will apparently treat them with politeness, 
respect, and attention, but as soon as they leave their thres- 
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tiold, th^y are sure to pass soma unpleasant remarks upon 
either their person, manners, or dress, and perhaps upon all. 
I am happy to say, this is not always so ; but I have 'known 
k to be frequently the case* What dreadful dissembling in 
the sight of God, to whose piercing eye the secrets of all 
hearts are open ! I feel thankful to God that there are some 
minds too noble to stoop so low. Oil, that Christians would 
awake to this subject ! oh, that they felt its vast importance ! 
Christians, I beseech you, one and all, who are guilty of 
such inconsistencies, to reform immediately, make your pro- 
fnises in the fear of God, and in the fear of God strive to 
perform them. Never invite persons to your houses as as- 
sociates, whose company is not more acceptable than their 
absence. Never make any unpleasant or contemptuous re- 
niafks of an absent person. If you have any fault to find 
with him, tell him to his face freely, and in the true spirit of 
love. It is your duty. Let all your words and actions be 
consistent, such as becometh the gospel. 'Tis pleasing be- 
yond description, to behold the pure, untarnished whiteness of 
the lily, the blushing beauties of the new-blown rose : these 
are lovely to the eye, and their fresh odors sweet to the 
smell. The modest charms of the violet, how* beautiful and 
lovely ! But how pleasing, how lovely, how beautiful, how 
majestic and graceful, does that female appear to every dis- 
•corning mind, in whom candor, simplicity of manners, 
truth and refinement, afe sweetly blended ! The female 
possessed of these amiable qualities, heightened by the 
charms of pure religion, may be compared to a beautiful and 
fruitful garden, in the midst of a dreary wilderness. 



TO MY BEAR FRIEND AND SISTER, 

Miss A****** H***. 

Friendship is a plant of heavenly origin and beauty^and 
of too delicate a nature to bloom in the stoical heart of apa- 
thy. The soil of cold indifference is not congenial to its ten- 
der growth, captivating charms, and expanding beauties.— 
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Its lovely bloesoms are of so exquisitely fine a texture, that 
their silken leaves recoil from the cold glance of unkindnesi^ 
as the sensitive plant shrinks from the gentlest touch. But 
does this charming and generous plant, which first sprung 
up in the balmy groves of Eden, still bloom in this wilder- 
ness of deception and envy, this land of shadows, barren- 
ness and draught ? I answer, yes. It does indeed bloom 
on earth, but so rarely to be found, that it may well be com- 
pared to the precious diamond. For twenty years have I 
sought with assiduity and perseverance, for this inestimable 
gem ; and in the whole circle of my acquaintance, I have 
^und but comparatively few, on whose hearts I could disco- 
ver, plainly delineated, the genuine marks of disinterested 
friendship. Early in life, I felt its sacred flame kindling 
within my bosom. I felt and sighed for a congenial spirit. 
I sought it in the company of gay and thoughtless youth, 
and soon imagined t saw it beaming in the fair countenance 
of a youth, lovely in external charms. I hastily ran to em- 
brace it, but while folding it to my heart, lo ! it withered, 
and faded from my view. My soul was sorrowful, but not 
discouraged ; I felt confident that friendship dwells in 
" human form," and continued my pursuit. I next fancied I 
had found my desired object in a youth of my own age, 
of mild and pleasing features. My heart was filled with joy, 
and the glowing feelings of my soul burst forth in a brighter 
flame than ever. But, alas ! it was only a momentary bliss. 
My serene sky was suddenly obscured by dark, portentious 
clouds. That smile, which seemingly wore the charm of 
sweetness, and beguiled my unsuspecting heart, was false. 
That glance which I vainly imagined fraught with benevo- 
lence and kindness, was burdened with deception. Wearied, 
disappointed, and disgusted at the perfidy of the human 
heart, my spirits languished, my heart bled with silent an- 
guish. The deep sigh of wounded love swelled my bosom, 
and the tears of unrequited friendship flowed in secret, oft 
as memory portrayed to my fancy the image of her I too 
fondly loved. How false, and yet sometimes how beautiful 
to behold, is friendship's counterfeit. I again sought for it in 
the mansions of the rieh and fiishionable, but it was not there. 
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I sought It amoDgst the ignorant, and the learned, but in vain. 
It ever eluded my sight. My heart was burdened with sor- 
row, when I reflected that my every effort to find the long 
desired solace of my soul had proved inefiectual. Oh, thought 
I, that I knew where to find this gifl of heaven, how eagerly 
would I hasten to clasp it to my breast ! Thus were my 
feelings tortured, while my grief-torn heart, as soon as healed, 
was pierced anew, and bled afresh, until Religion, daughter 
of heaven, cast a pitying glance toward me. Her sweet, se- 
raphic smile, and unearthly charms, caught my eye, and 
captivated my affections. She beheld me void of consola- 
tion. She flew on wings of love to my relief, bearing in her 
soft hand a balsam lor all my woes. She kindly bound up 
my broken heart, and gently wiped away the tears of sor- 
row, which sliil glistened on my cheek, and pointed my 
wounded, drooping spirit to those blessed mansions, where 
friendship blooms luxuiiant and immortal. She then took me 
by the hand, and led me to her devoted followers ; here, 
for the first time, I found the lovely, long-sought stranger, — 
but not in the midst of wealth and splendor : not in the 
circles of the highly polished and refined with this false 
world's accomplisliments. Ah ! where but in the lowly 
cottage, did I first behold the fair angel of mercy, bending 
over the sick-bed of suffering, self-degraded humanity, and 
pouring into the wounded bosom, the balm of heavenly 
consolation. I folded her in my arms, pressed her to my 
glad heart — we met, never to part in spirit. 



MENTAL IMPROVEMENT. 

Thebe is nothing so dignifying to the human mind, as an 
assiduous cultivation, a wise improvement, and proper appli- 
cation of those exalted powers, with which it is so wisely 
and graciously furnished by its great Creator. Whsn God 
fi>rmed man, and breathed into him that deathless prin- 
ciple, stamped with the impress of immortality he illu- 
med it with the ray of reason, endowed it with various 
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passioDfly those sensitive chords, which so easily vibrate, it 
touched by pleasure or pain, and bestowed upon it sensibility, 
sasceptible of the noblest and most refined impressions. — 
He likewise gave him faculties capable ofcultivaling, bring- 
ing to perfection, and properly directing and appropriating 
every seed, implanted in the soil of the human mind. The 
soul, thus invested with the materials and implements of im. 
provement, and thereby rendered distinguishable from, and 
exalted above the irrationat creation, is under infinite obli- 
gations to God, and stands responsible lor the improvement 
of the one or more talents committed to its tinist. The rea- 
der may inquire, did not the soul forfeit and lose all its moral 
principles and powers, when it lost the image of Deity, and" 
fell into a state of ignorance and^ degradation ? True, when 
Adam sinned, he lost the divine perfection^of his nature, he 
lost those glorious graces and powers, with which he was 
so bountifully and generously endowed— biit were they not 
measurably restored in the promise of the Saviour ? If not,, 
how is the soul accountable for its ideas aud actions, or how 
would God be just in punishing it for the misimprovement 
of that it hath not, or of not using powers which it does not 
possess. It appears evident from both scripture and reason, 
that the human mind possesses alt its original faculties, prin- 
ciples and peissions, (though in a measure obscured, weak- 
ened, and blighted by the fall,) and that the faculties retain 
sufficient strength, if their chief^ the will, inclines to elevate 
the mind to the highest pinnacle of human knowledge. And 
by the influence of divine grace, (of which every soul has 
a bountiful share,) it may finally reach the fair climes of 
boundless light and love. 

Having endeavored to show tiiat the human mind is capa- 
ble of possessing every requisite qualification for improve- 
ment, we W'll in the next place show a few of the many in- 
centives calculated to inspire it with a vigorous engagedness 
in the pursuit of knowledge. The all-wise Creator never 
designed that man shouM remain inactive, and consequently 
* has placed within his reach, various and glowing incentives 
to action. The world, in either a natural moral, or spirit* 
Mai sense, abounds with an endless divernty, scattered orer 
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vast, unmeasured fields of speculation, for the investigation 
and improvement of the mind, in every thing necessary and 
beautiful. The hills and mountains of our globe, which 
form the grand relievo in nature's sculpture, stand arrayed 
in different, brilliant shades of green ; the fields and val- 
lies are redundant with flowers of various species, hues, and 
odors ; the forests, clad in robes of dark, romantic beauty ; the 
rocks, that lift their bare and rugged foreheads to the clouds ; 
the pensively sighing rills, the laughing, playful streams, 
the peaceful glidihg river, and the hoai-se, tremendous cata- 
ract ; the ealm, placid lake, forming a mirror to the skies, 
and deep, treacherous sea ; even the earth on which we tread, 
is carefully covered with a richly enamelled carpet, 
beautifully besprinkled with flowers of different dyes, while 
the broad firmament, with all its countless hosts, is spread 
above our heads, like an azure canopy bestud with diamonds ; 
the gorgeous clouds, reposing in a sunset sky, and the fresh, 
roseate tints of morning ; the kind, gentle zephyrs that fan 
our feverish frames, and the harsh, angry tempest that men- 
aces destruction ; finally, every object in the kingdom of na- 
ture, is calculated, and was originally designed to attract, in- 
cite, and engage the mind, in a careful contemplation, a per- 
severing investigation, and a devout admiration of the works 
of her great Architect. 

I am aware that some minds are so grossly grovelling in 
their ideas, as to suppose, and ignorantly assert, that the 
innumerable suns and systems we behold, were created only 
to shed the glory of their united rays upon this speck we 
inhabit. They will not admit that these countless, shining 
orbs, sparkling so brilliantly in yon azure depths of heaven, 
and which only thought can reach, may possibly teem with 
intelligence and life, as well as 'ours. Let me ask, with a 
certain poet— Can man conceive beyond what God can do ? 
Or 1 would humbly propose this alteration — Can man con- 
ceive beyond what G')d hath done, consistent with his good- 
ness ? fThere appears to be sufficient evidence, both fix)m 
scripture, reason, and the discoveries of astronomy, to satisfy 
every enlightened mind, that the planet we inhabit is only as 
a drop to an unbounded ocean. A small speck, surrounded 
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hy superior worlds, uoconceivabU in number^ scattered 
throughout the wide extent of Jehovah's domiuions ; is it rea* 
souable to sui^pose, that the all- wise, powerful, and good 
Creator, has brought into existence all those flaming orbs, 
which so beautifully and harmoniously revolve upon their 
axis, merely to enlighten this small point in creation, the 
abode of man ? Such narrow, illiberal, ungenerous reflec- 
Uons of Deity, should never be allowed to occupy an im- 
mortal mind ; they are the fruits of negligence and incon* 
sideration, which nourish and feed ignorance. 

As it respects the world, in a spiritual and moral point of 
view, every enlightened and well informed Christian, (for 
such only are fit judges,) will fidmit that there are incentives 
to vigorous, untiring investigation and improvement, too va- 
rious, beautiful, pleasurable, and multifarious for description 
or enumeration, and which can only be properly apprecia- 
ted and enjoyed by an aspiring, enlightened, and renewed 
mind. The broad and interminable fields of creating power, 
preserving mercy, and redeeming love, blooming with the 
beauties, and exuberant with the fruits of immortality, are 
fitted to incite the mind to the most vigorous and assiduous 
exertions to cultivation and improvement. 

The relations which the mind bears to its fellow intelligen- 
cies, as it regards the social and domestic duties of life, un> 
folds extensive tracts for cultivation and improvement in 
knowledge, beauty, and usefulness. 

There are, also, incentives interwoven with the constitu- 
tional texture cf the dispositions of the mind, with its princi. 
pies and passions : the natural inclination or tendency of its 
powers, the extreme susceptibility of the various passions, the 
restless activity of its inventive organs,the insatiable principles 
of ambition and curiosity, and nameless other endowments^ 
are all calculated to encourage the mind to energetic and 
constant labors in the fields of moral and relig^us inaprove. 
ment. 

This being admitted, we would wish to lay before the rea- 
der, some of the many means of improvement. Dr. Watts 
observes, there are five eminent mcans^or nr«ethods, whereby 
t^e mind is improved in the knowledge of things. These 
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are observation, reading, instruction by lectures, conversa'T 
tion, and meditation. The mind need never remain idle in 
regard to proper objects of observation, religion, and moral- 
ity ; and nature abounds with them. I am aware, notwith- 
standing, there are minds so negligent, that they appear to 
sit supinely down, satisfied with knowing no more than that 
which happens to come in their way, and even which, they 
can inform you very little concerning. How blameable in 
the «xtreme are such minds, with all the happy means of 
free information within their power, and blest with faculties 
to improve ! They settle down, content to be branded with 
the title of ignoramus — ^not that 1 would be understood to sup- 
pose that every intellect is adequate to the the task of mea- 
suring the dbtance and circumference of the planets — no, 
by no means, but there are various objects of important 
knowledge, which the common mind, by studious investiga> 
tion, may be able to comprehend, and which would then open 
to them sources of intellectual pleasure and riches, of which,, 
through lethargy and indolence, they must be forever de- 
prived. 

Reading is another great and glorious means of improve, 
ment. Happy for our favored country, there are very few, 
as far as the blessed beams of the gospel have penetrated, 
that can justly plead the want of books, as -an excuse for ig. 
norance. The pure, refreshing streams of infoi-mation are 
continually gliding in every direction around us — it is only 
drink and be wise. The pearly gates of literature are thrown 
wide upon their golden hinges — ^it is only enter and banquet 
on her choicest dainties^ without price. The vast empire of 
science, abounds with verdant fields of research and specu- 
lation, glowing with substantial and lovely gratifications, in- 
viting us to a share full and free ; yet strange, the sordid 
mind turns its back upon treasures so durable, so desirable, 
and spurns at pleasures so delightfuL 

The world abounds with books of raoraf and religious 
characters^ but for all the benefit that the slothful and the vo^ 
taries of folty derive from them, they might us well not have 
been written. The interesting events of ancient times and 
places, unfolded by Rollin and Josophus — ^the amazing dis- 
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coveries of astronomy, and deep researches of philosophy— 
the beautiful and sublime flights of a Milton — the profound 
investigations of a Locke— the sweetly pensive ideas of a 
Young — ^the brilliant charms of a Spencer — the sparkling 
imaginations of a Cowper, with all the catalogue of moral 
and religious authors, who have written for our pleasure, in- 
struction, and edification, (as well as for their own,) have 
labored and " spent the midnight oil" in vain, to that mind, 
which refizses the profits and delights of instructive informa- 
tion. It is painful to a feeling, generous heart, to reflect that 
there are many individuals, who prefer spending their leisure 
moments in idle chit-cfeat, or in poring over a compound of 
untruth and nonsense, calculated to corrupt the morals, and 
fill the mind with ideal phantoms, which in reality never did, 
and never will exist, to feasting their souls and adorning their 
minds with the substantial pleasures and undying beauties 
of truth. Even their Bible, (that sacred, and only directory 
to tlie kingdom of eternal life and happiness,) lies neglected 
for weeks, months, and perhaps years. They will not suf- 
fer its holy lines to meet their eyes, lest its heavenly beams 
should penetrate the thick darkness of their minds. I have 
known others, who professed to be very tenacious of scrip- 
ture knowledge, but who were, nevertheless, inclined to dis- 
card all springing from any other source. This is ungener- 
ous in the extreme, and argues a selfish, contracted spirit. 
" Why," say they, ** it is enough, that a Christian under- 
stands and believes his Bible, he needs no other knowledge." 
They feel under no obligation to God for the talents he has enr>. 
ployed, in setting forth, explafning, and illustrating the scrip, 
tures, nor indeed, (according to their mode of arguing,) in 
holding forth tlie sublime beauties and excellencies of reli- 
gion, through the instrumentality of preaching. We could 
have known but comparatively little of the wonders of na- 
ture, providence and grace, were it not for the many excel- 
lent commentators, and various other authors, whom God in 
his wisdom and goodness, hath raised up, as means of in- 
creasing the knowledge and happiness of mankind. 
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We are under deep and momentous obligations, to use 
every means within our grasp, which may lead to the culti- 
ration and improvement of the mind, storing it with the rich 
treasures of literature, and thereby leading it to a true esti- 
mate, and proper use of every moral, social and religious 
virtue, which will result in love and reverence to our Crea- 
tor, kindness towards our fellow-creatures, and genuine re- 
finement and beauty of manners, and finally, a share of 
solid comfort here, and hereafter an eternal weight of glory 
and happiness. 

The obligations we are under to our fellow-creatures, as 
to mental improvement, aro numerous and weighty. The 
influence of a well informed mind, will spread tar and near, 
and will be felt throughout future generations, down to the 
end of time, as well as in eternity. 

Seeing that we are under obligations of a social nature, to 
cultivate and improve the mind, it is necessary that we 
exert, as far as practicable, all its powers in searching out, 
digging deeper, and making new discoveries from the pro- 
found, and yet unexplored mines of erudition, in order to 
furnish the intellect with splendid and useful materials, and 
thereby enable it to assist in raising the grand superstructure 
of knowledge, in the minds of future generations. 

We are under infinite obligations to God, how we use the 
one or many talents he has bestowed upon us, whether we 
properly improve them, or " bury them in a napkin." He 
has not only, (as has been stated,) provided various incen- 
tives and means, but has positively commanded us to observe 
and enoploy them to his glory, our own good, and that of 
our fellow-creatures. Obedience to which command, will 
secure to us all that is desrraWe, but disobedience will end in 
severe loss and punishment. 

Mental improvement is a duty we owe to ourselves, as 
well as to God, and society. Ignorance is an effect of the 
fall of Adam, an alienation of the mind from God, the great 
fountain of knowledge, and so far as it pervades the mind^ 
precisely so far dees it eclipse from its view, the gkny of 



y Google 



178 C0TTA6B MITSmas. 

Dehy ; but the farther this veil is removed from the under- 
standing, the more clear and distinct will be its perceptions of 
God, of his works, and his ways, the kingdoms of nature, 
providence and grace, the brighter will appear the perfec- 
tions of the divine character, the loftier will be our concep- 
tions of him, and the more will we be led to admire, love, 
and venerate him. Consequently, the larger and stronger 
will be our vessels, and the greater and sublimer will be our 
ideas and pleasures while on earth, and the sweeter and no- 
bler our enjoyrpents in the world of glory. On the contrary, 
if we settle down in a careless inactivity, satisfied with our 
present meagre attainments, we can never hope to be entitled 
to those exalted pleasures and durable riches, that improve- 
ment bequeaths to her favored ones — we shall lose that 
which can never be restored, and against which, (if cast into 
a balance,) all the boasted treasures of earth would prove 
lighter that a feather. 

The human soul is like a garden, sown with the seeds of 
various beautiful flowers, and which, with attentive cultiva- 
tion, will present to the eye a scene of exquisite loveliness, and 
regale th« smell with the sweetest odors ; but if neglected, 
rank weeds will obscure the promising delights. Thus the 
mind, if well cultivated, will charm and ornament society — 
but i£ the noxious weeds of inconsideration are suffered to 
overgrew, and choke the tender plants, we may only expect 
wild irregularity and disorder. The faculties of those sturdy 
plants will be weakened, and become crooked and dwarfish. 
The dispositions calculated to unfold blossoms of brilliant and 
diversified colors, will be blasted in the bud, or unsightly to 
behold. And the passions, those beautiful and tender vines, 
which sometimes put forth flowers of the softest tints, which 
exhale the most refreshing fragrance, will fly in wild, un* 
•eemly confusion, if touched by the slightest breeze. 

We have endeavored in the foregoing thoughts, as op- 
portunity afforded, to point out a few of the numerous ad- 
vantages flowing from an extensive and proper in[4>rove. 
ment of the mind, and would in the last place, unfold some of 
the disadvantages resultbg from an indifferent aef lect of 
cujtivatioji, 
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I have heard individuals say, that << if they were so happy 
as to get inside the gate of heaven, they desired no more." 
From which, it might be inferred, that if they escaped hell, 
they were not over anxious to gain heaven. Such may pes. 
fribly reach heaven, ** yet so as by fire ;" if so, they will be 
stars of an inferior order in the finnament of the heavenly 
world. Persons of this description have no relish for re* 
fined pleasures. Their sphere of intellectual action is so 
circumscribed, that they are unable to form correct ideas 
concerning, or to converse upon foreign mbjects, or to rise 
above the common concerns and occurrences of life ; they 
can converse very fluently upon subjects which come within 
the narrow compass of their knowledge, (thereby showing 
an aptitude,^ but when conversation plumes its wings, and 
begins to rise upon a level with their understanding, it soon 
soars beyond the powers of their weak vision. How lost 
is such a mini, to the pleasures of deep reflection, fine sen- 
sibility, and sublime ideas ! 

Reason, that grand and glorious faculty of the soul, for 
the want of proper exercise, loses its energy, and guided by 
incorrect and base ideas, often engages in the service of 
Satan, in endeavoring to obscure the sacred light of Chris- 
tianity, overturn the temple of moral virtue, and unfurl the 
Uack flag of infidelity in their stead. I am aware it has 
been affirmed, that deep erudition often tends to lead the 
mind into vague reasooings and wild speculations. This is 
a wrong inference, — it is the abuse of knowledge only that 
bewilders and misguides the mind; on the contrary, know- 
ledge, if properly appreciated and applied, leads the mind to 
concise apprehensions and just conclusions. 

There are others, who doubt the utility of profound know- 
ledge, upon this principle, that to know much, involves in 
an equal share of responsibilit)'. Of this there can be no 
doubt. But then, is not knowledge based upon correct, ex- 
alted and durable principles, furnished with corresponding 
advantages ? Does it not expand and invigorate the mind 1 
The understanding must be of sufficient strength and capa* 
city to contain an idea, before it can possibly receive that 
idea, — and the pleasing gratifications flowing from a juat 
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and noble apprehension of objects, is roi ample compensa* 
tion for the most arduous labor and perseverance in attain^ 
ingit. 

The uncultivated mind is incapable of those sofl, delicate, 
and exquisite feelings, which arise from a refined imagina- 
tion, and enlarged understanding. It is comparatively a 
atranger to the sublime ecstacies inspireJby the beauties of 
creation, the wonders of providence, and the mysteries of 
divine grace ; it can gaze upon the vivid hues of the rainbow, 
bending i?i graceful beauty in the sullen cloud. It can be- 
hold the earth robed in verdure, diversified with towering 
mountains, and cragged rocks, broad rivers, and stupendous 
water-falls. It can look up to the heavens, and see the 
moon sailing in silent splendor o'er its deep, blue sea, attend- 
ed by all her glittering hand-maidens. It can look upon 
these wonders and beauties without prying into either their 
cause or their properties. It can behold and enjoy the ef&cta 
of redemption, without attempting to survey the grand 
spring of its operations, and partake of the benefits of provi- 
dence, without espying the wheel within a wheel. 

An uncultivated mind is incapable of enjoying the plea- 
sures of lofty contemplation ; its unfledged ideas are too fee- 
ble to soar into the high and unfrequented regions of thought. 
Therefore it cannot survey the fertile hills and vales of ex- 
alted meditation, nor inhale the ambrosial fragrance of her 
blossoms. 

The disadvantages of ignorance in regard to manners, are 
many and glaring. In vain does the lovely featured dam- 
sel adorn herself with the cosily gems of the east, and imi- 
tate the fickle freaks of fashion. In vain does her eye spar- 
kle like the diamond, and her cheeks glow with the fresh tints 
of the virgin rose. Alas ! for external charms, the ugly, 
deformed features of ignorance, cannot be hid by the flimsy 
veil of beauty. 

Ignorance is the agent of much evil. Did individual, 
proper, and extensive intellectual improvement prevail, our 
prisons and alms-houses would soon be emptied ; our streets 
would no longer be infested by abandoned females ; the 
gallows would no more be erected ; the widow's tears would 
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no longer flow in aeci^ over the base conduct of a beloved 
S0Q9 nor the father's heart rend with grief for an ungrateful 
daughter; and various evils that now wound the heart of vur- 
tue« would be banished from the earth, and industry, prosper- 
ity, peace, love mA union, would ride in triumph throughout 
the land. 



THE INDIANS. 



On reading the noble remarks by Mr. Burgess, concern- 
ing the removal of the Indians, I was prompted to say a few 
words in behalf of this * jured people. At the same time 
feeling inadequate to the task, I would ask the indulgence of 
the candid ; and if my subject shall be desititute of the glow- 
ing charms of eloquence, I shall be content if it wear the 
plain garb of truth and simplicity. Buf first, I would say a 
few words by way of apology in relation to my sex. I am 
mrell aware, the time was when the intellectual powers of 
vroman wei;^ held in derision by the narrow mind of super- 
stition, and are even now spoken of with contempt by many ; 
but happily for our sex, the mists of ignorance and misan- 
thropy are rapidly receding before the mild, but radiant 
beams of the g06pel,and woman is gradually arising to the dig. 
nifled station which she was destined by her Creator to fill. 
The mind of woman, as that of man, may be compared to 
a fertile garden, which, if neglected, will soon be overgrown 
with noxious weeds ; but if well cultivated, will produce ex- 
quisite beauties, and exhale sweeter than Arabian odors to 
delight the eye and exhilirate the heart. 

It is more than twelve months since I read an appeal m 
behalf of the Indians, said to have been the production of a 
female mind ; and it truly did honor to the sex. Is there but 
one solitary female, whose heart melts with sympathy ? Is 
there but one, endowed with intellect and education sufiiotent 
to defend the saered cause of humanity ? Yes, there are 
many, who led the combbed principles of benevolence and 
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justice in their hearts ; but Who smother the flame under the 
rubbish of false modesty. Humanity is a name so sweet, 
that to its melodious sound, methinks every female heart 
ought to vibrate with unearthly sensations. Daughters of 
Columbia, arise, move in your circle — ym are at liberty ; 
only keep within its limits. Let the sympathetic feelings e^ 
your souls flow to your pens. The cause of benevolence, 
of justice, of religion itself, require it. The red man is 
again to be molested ; the white man has from time to time 
driven him from his possessions, and has reared towns and 
cities thereon ; but ever greedy avarice would pursue him 
off* the face of the earth. A reflecting mind would ask, why 
all this cruehy toward the red man — this base ingratitude ? 
When the white man was driven to the fiend of oppression 
from the old, to the shores of the JRv world, he came to the 
wigwam of the red man, who received him kindly, and set 
venison before him, and brought him pure water from the fo- 
rest fountain, to slake his thirst ; for the red man was then a 
stranger to fire-waters. The white man soon grew audacious 
— ^he wished to be lord of this land of freedom — cunning and 
artful, he bargained with the red man, and gave him fire-arms 
and fire-waters for his lands. The red man, igqprant of the 
value of his possessions, exchanged with the white man, and 
retreated. The white man follows him up ; the red man 
retreats farther, and slill farther. The white man, steady 
to his aim, pursiies him still ; and when fair means will not 
avail, he substitutes foul, until at length the red man, weary, 
melancholy, and disgusted at the treatment he has received, 
flies from the face of the white man, and leaves him sole 
lord of his vast dominions. 

Thus has the civilized man returned the kindness of the In- 
dian. A remnant still remains of this once mighty nation ; 
but the hand of barbarity has again raised the sword of op- 
pvessbn. Behold, even now it glitters over his devoted 
head, keen with revenge, and eager to exterminate the un- 
happy raee. But why should they be driven from the earth, 
as unworthy to inhabit it? They are human beings, a pfo. 
pie possessed of a noble spirit : doobtleas, had they been 
biesMl vuUiscieace and literature co^aal with other natioii8» 
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many bright examples of valor and magnanimity would 
have been recorded, many new inventions and discoveries 
would have shed a brilliant halo around tbeir naturally bright 
genius, even though surrounded with» the gloom of savage 
ignorance. We have some examples of their dauntless 
'courage and heroic virtues. Shall the daring acts of Te- 
cumseh be forgotten ? Shall the magnanimous deed of the 
youthful Pocahontas, who exposed her own life to save that 
of a white man, be buried in the shades of oblivion ? Will 
our President, with calm composure, behold the wrongs of 
this people ? will he see them driven from their homes, and 
with tears of deep regret bidding adieu to their loved habita- 
tions, already made vocal by the voice of prayer and the 
songs of praise ? Methinks I almost see them departing in 
agonized silence, casting a last lingering look on their temples, 
sacred to the worship of the true God ; and then turning 
their eyes toward their smiling fields and gardens, while the 
tears of anguish course down their swartliy cheeks, and their 
bursting hearts refuse them the power of utterance. 

But there appears to be no remedy — the decree has gone 
forth — ^they must again encounter the trials of a wilderness 
life. I asl^again, will our President behold all this without 
feeling the touches of humanity ? will he see justice and 
mercy bleeding on the altar of avarice, without moving a 
finger to rescue the forlorn victims ! Oh, immortal Wash- 
ington ! once Columbia's father ; where is the liberty which 
once fired thy noble bosom ? Surely, if indignation could 
enter the abodes of the blessed, thy spirit must feel it, if now 
permitted to behold thy once loved country, to see the foul 
blot that is about to soil thy hard earned laurels. 

One would imagine that the demon of tyranny, alarmed at 
the commotions of Europe, had sped her flight across the At- 
lantic, and is watching with malignant eye an opportunity to 
usurp the throne of liberty. Sons of freedom awake t ban- 
ish her again from these consecrated shores ; let not America, 
philanthropic, free and brave, be guilty of a crime at which 
iaferior nations with propriety may blush. Seize the 
sword of. oppression now raised over the head of the red 
man, bury it in the earth ; do justice, love mercy ; then 
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shall Deacet ooL^aiial guest, still spread her downy wings 
around our shores, and liberty, sacred genius ! continue to 
sway her mild sc^re ; and justice with discriminating eye, 
shall judge between right and wrong ; prosperity and plenty 
shall flourish ; and to crown the picture with immortal 
beauty, Rdigion, heaven^bom herald, shall bear her stand- 
ard in glorious triumph over our happy land, until every 
heart shaU feel the warm throb of benevolence, and be actu* 
ated by the ennobhng principle of brotherly love. 
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